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PREFACE. 



Earl Stanhope^s famous article in the '' Quarterly 
Review ^^ of March, 1842, suggested this little story, 
and directed me to the original sources. No one is 
answerable for any mistranslations but myself: but 
the Rev. M. Margoliouth says that indifferent linguists 
are sometimes quicker in m'aMng sense of a bad com- 
position than learned philologists. The acceptance this 
little tale has abready received confirms the belief that 
the subject is one of which the wofld will never tire — 
loyalty unto death. 



ANNE MANNING. 



Beigate Hill, 

May 21, 1862. 
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CHAPTER I. 

WHEN poet^ dramatist, painter, and sculptor have 
laboured their best, there remains no excuse for 
retouching their work, unless we can add traits which 
bring us nearer to truth. 

I can honestly say this has been my conscientious 
aim, while pursuing with continually increasing interest 
a task on which I entered with animation and zeal. 
This zeal has carried me, with scarcely any help, through 
several hundred pages of dog-Latin,—- easier, perhaps, 
than if it were classical, to one who never learnt the 
language. But I could pick out what I wanted best for 
myself : a word, a phrase sometimes had a light for me 
only. On the other hand, I have sometimes advisedly 
omitted things that I knew would be popular, as carry- 
ing a certain dash with them. Some will thank me, 
some will not ; but, either way, — '^ such is the custom 
of Branksome Hall.^' 

For once, I fight under the fleur-de-lis ; and I shall 
verify a few details as I proceed. 

An old tree on a hillock ; a young girl standing under 
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2 A Noble Purpose 

it. That is a subject simple enough to require no great 
extent of canvas. A young girl, brown and ruddy ; her 
clothing scant and of the coarsest, but whole, and neat, 
and clean. She wears a cherry-coloured petticoat, blue 
woollen hose, and sabots. Her eyes are dark brown, 
kindly, and lustrous, like those of a deer or a kid ; her 
lips cherry-red ; her hands and arms well formed, but 
inured to labour ; her figure erect, well made, and of 
middle height. 

The old tree is a beech of great age and great size, 
with curiously curved branches, its bark bleached with 
years, mottled and encrusted with fine green-grey moss. 
It stands forward a little in advance of a hoary wood ; 
it is the home of thousands of living things, whose 
separate colonies exist upon it undisturbed except in so 
far as they prey on one another : from the squirrels, 
jays, sparrows, and linnets up above, to the swarms of 
tiny insects on the trunk, and the small quadrupeds 
that burrow among the mushrooms and truffles at its 
root. It is believed to have other denizens also — fairies, 
who troop out to dance imder it by moonlight. It is 
called "The Fairies' Tree,'' "The Ladies' Tree :'' it is 
the subject of many day-dreams. If you could stand 
under it (but it has perished) you would have day- 
dreams too.* Then there is a haunted stream flowing 
round it, from a sacred fountain : that is the Bethesda, 
the Siloam of the neighbourhood, and boasts strange 

* Edmond Bicher, t^moin ociilaire, ^crivait, " Les branches de 
ce fau sont toutes rondes, et rendent une belle et grande ombre 
pour s*abriter dessous, comme presque Ton feroit au couvert d'une 
chambre. Et faut que cet arbre aye pour le moins trois cents ans, 
qui est une merveille de nature." Cette arbre n'existe plus, mais 
le souvenir s'en est conserve dans le pays. — Proems de Condamna" 
iion et de lUhabUiiation de Jeanne d'Arc, torn. ii. p. 390. 
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properties of healing. The young people of the village 
are accustomed to lead their dances beneath the favourite 
tree, and hang votive garlands on its boughs : the village 
priest comes once a year to say mass under it.* 

Hard by is an ancient little chapel dedicated to the 
Virgin, with a little hermitage beside it.f 

With hands clasped upon her head, the yoimg girl 
stands entranced beneath the beech. Suddenly she 
exclaims '^ Why, the shadow reaches the brook — it must 
be past vesper V^ and begins to run with all her might 
towards the village, till she meets an old man coming 
along with a bunch of keys. 

"Are vespers over?^^ cries she in dismay. 

« Aye, aye/' answered the old sacristau, wagging his 
head, " else I should not be going home.^' 

"Why, I never heard the bell ring P' 

" Because the bell never rang.^* 

'^ Ah, how bad of you V^ exclaimed the girl, in dis- 
appointment. "Why did you not ring it ?" 

"People who have never tried it, don't know how 
hard bell -ringing is,^^ said the sacristan, plodding 
onward. " They that want the bell to ring should pay 
the ringer. Fie, fie, what a fuss about nothing ! Those 
who have a mind for prayers will come without the 
bell, and they that want the mind won^t come for all 
the ringing.^^ 

" / have a mind to come, but how can I know, out 

* " L'^glise se d^fiait toujours des vieilles divinit^s locales ; le 
cur^, pour les chasser, allait chaque ann^e dire une messe a la 
fontaine." — Michdet, 

t " . . . . une chapelle tr^s ancienne, qui depuis s'est ^croulie. 
En 1835, un propri^taire du pays entreprit de la r^parer. On trouva 
dans les d^combres T^pitaphe d'un ermite mort en 1583, des sta- 
tuettes de bois, et une cloche." — Procbs, ii. 389, 

B 2 



4 A Noble Purpose 

in the fields, what the time is, if I don't hear the 
beU?^^ 

'^ Bah ! do you think I am going to ring it for you 
alone ? If I do, you ought to pay for it." 

" Why, so I would if I could," said poor Joan, rum- 
maging in her apology for a pocket. "Here is my 
only piece of money, and I will give it to you if you 
will but ring the bell in future." 

" In future is a long time," said he, after examining 
and ringing the coin, and then pocketing it j " but I 
will ring once in a way for you, my lass, and much 
good may it do you !" Saying which, he went onward. 

"What were you saying to the sacristan?" said a 
brisk, black-eyed girl, coming up from behind, and 
laying her hand on Joan's shoulder. 

" I was giving him my only piece of money, Hau- 
mette," said Joan, " to ring for vespers." 

" The old rogue ought to do that without your paying 
him," said Haumette; "and, besides, do you know, 
people wonder at your going so often to church."* 

Joan coloured, and said, "What business is it of 
theirs, if I leave nothing I ought to do undone ?" 

" Indeed that is more than I can say. Most people 
pray too seldom, rather than too often. Where have 
you been all day?" 

"Keeping the sheep: and since I folded them, I 
have been standing a little under the Fairies^ Tree.^' 

" That is not a good place, I think," said Haumette, 
" to frequent by one's self." 

• " Dixit quod ipsa Johanna erat bona, simplex, et dulcis filia, 
ac ibat libenter et ssepe ad ecclesiam et loca sacra, et saepe habebat 
verecundiam eo quod gentes dicebant sibi quod nimis devote ibat 
ad ecclesiam." — Testimony of Haumette, upon oath, two-and-twentt/ 
years afterwards. Prochs de lUh., ii. 418, 
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''Why, it is scarcely a stone^s throw from home/' 

" No j but you know what your godmother says she 
has seen there;* and they might draw you in, and we 
should all wonder what had become of you/' 

"That would be an uncomfortable end/' said Joan, 
thoughtfully. " I should not like the fairies to draw 
me underground ; but I can hardly think such power 
would be given them. There is the more need to pray 
for heavenly protection. But see that old soldier 
sitting by the wayside ! He looks very tired, and very 
poor. How sorry I am I have no money ! Have you 
any ?" 

" Not a sou," said Haumette. 

" We can speak to him kindly, at any rate. Good 
evening, father/' 

" Good evening, daughter. Pity a poor old disabled 
soldier ! " 

" Where did you get wounded, you poor old man ?" 



* "Dixit per suum juramentum quod, de arbore qu89 dicitur 
Dominarum audivit alias dici quod mulieres et personsd f atales que 
vocabantur fhes, ibant antiquitus choreatum sub ilia arbore ; sed, 
ut dicitur, postquam evangelium beati Johannis legitur et dicitur, 
amplius non vadunt. Dixit etiam quod, modemis temporibus, in 
dominica qua cantatur in sancta Dei ecclesia in introitu missse 
iKBtare Jkerusalemj in istis partibus vulgariter dicta des Fontaines^ 
puellsB et juvenes de Dompno-Remigio vadunt subtus illam arborem 
(et aliquotiens tempore veris et aestates, diebus festivis) ad cho- 
reandum, et aliquando ibidem comedunt, et redeundo veniunt supra 
fontem ad rannos,^ spatiando et cantando, et de aqua illius fontis 
bibunt, et circumcirca ludendo flores colligunt. Dixit etiam quod 
ipsa Johanna *la Pucelle' cum aliis puellis, dictis temporibus ali- 
quotiens ibat, et sicut coeterse faciebat," &c. — Testimony of Jean 
Morel, hhoureTy ii. 390. 
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Fighting the English and Burgundians. See, I 
have had my right arm shattered by a culverin, and 
can fight no longer. And see this cut over my left eye, 
and this on my cheekbone, to match it/^ 

'^ Ah, poor old man, it is festering ! If you will come 
home with me, I will wash it in milk, and cover it with 
a plaster. Will you come V^ 

'^ To be sure I will,^^ said he, gratefully, laying firm 
hold on her with his left hand, as she helped him to 
rise. '^ You see I can wield no weapon now, so I am 
discharged, and going home to my friends ; and I had 
a little money, too, but, however, the routiers eased me 
of that, and gave me a drubbing besides — I owe these 
fresh bruises to them.*' 

'^ What a shame ! '* said Haumette. 

'^ And where are you going ?'* said Joan. 

''To Neufch&teau,'* replied he, ''where I hope to 
end my days.*' 

" I know Neufch&teau very well,'* said Joan. " Once 
when the Burgundians came upon us, we fled with our 
herds, flocks, and whatever we could carry or drive 
before us, and took refuge at Neufch&teau, where we 
remained fifteen days, and were under great obligations 
to the kind people of the place. I went every morning 
to matins, in the crypt of St. Nicholas, as I dare say 
you have done. Ah ! what a splendid Calvary there is 
in the south aisle of that church ! There you behold 
our Blessed Saviour, the size of life, exactly as if He 
had just expired — every vein and muscle to be seen, 
with the drops of blood oozing from His wounds. And 
there is Joseph of Arimathea, looking so sorry ; and our 
Blessed Lady, plunged in grief; and St. Mary Magda- 
lene, and Nicodemus ; and the centurion clenching his 
hand — Oh, I wept to see it !*' 
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" It does me good to hear you talk," said the old 
man. "Pray, where did you lodge at Neufchd- 
teau V 

"At the hostelry called La Providence, kept by Jean 
and Gertrude La Rousse." 

"At La Providence? Why, that is where I am 
going ! Jean La Bousse is my youngest brother." 

" Oh, how strange !" exclaimed Joan, stopping short. 
" Then that is a good reason why we, who were so well 
treated at La Providence, should give you a supper and 
night^s lodging, for it is too far for you to go, now the 
days are so short. I am sure my father and mother will 
gladly receive you.'^ 

" Who are your father and mother, my girl ?" 

'^ My father is only a poor labouring man — ^a small 
farmer. His name is ^Jacques Dare* My mother^s 
name is Isabelle, or, as we say, Zabillet.'^t 

'^ You will have no room for the soldier," said Hau- 
mette, abruptly, " unless you give up to him your own 
bed. Come home with me, and share mine; I have 
often shared yours." 

'^ Oh, no I I can lie in the granary ; I did once before." 

" Very well, then \ adieu." 

And kissing her, Haumette turned away. 

'^ What good saint or angel brought you to me, you 
kind girl?" said the old soldier, as he limped along 
beside Joan. " Heaven will reward you for it, though 
I cannot. Yes, yes, you will look over our heads some 
of these days, and when you die you will wear a crown 

* "C'est rorthographe que suit Jean Fordal, descendant d'un 
frere de la Pucelle.'* — Michelet, 

t Isabelle d'Arc, alias Rom^e, n^e a Vouthon, pres de Domremy, 
et appel^e dans le patois du pays, Zabillet. — IVocbs, ii. 74. 




8 A Noble Purpose 

of glory, full of amethysts, diamonds, sapphires, and all 
manner of precious stones/^ 

'^ Ah ! ^^ said Joan, " heaven will be heaven to me, 
poor girl, whether my crown be of pearls or roses. 
There I shall see St. Catherine and St. Margaret, and 
especially the blessed Mother of our Lord, whom I 
worship day and night.^^ 

"Your talk is quite edifying,^^ said the old man; 
''we rough fellows have too little time to attend to 
such things; however, I have never gone into action 
without kissing the cross of my sword, which I con- 
cluded would be accepted when no more could be done. 
But, hark ! there^s fighting toward. I hear a fray at 
a distance, and the old war-cries of Burgundy and 
Armagnac.^' 

"Oh!^^ said Joan, smiling, "it is only the lads of 
the village, who are having a mock fight with the youths 
of the next parish. They do it to keep their hands in, 
I think. My youngest brother, Pierre, brought home 
a terrible black eye lately, some one having hit him with 
a stone in a bag.'^ 

" That was foul play,^^ said the old soldier. " A brave 
warrior respects the face and limbs of his adversary." 

The cottage stood on the skirt of the hoary wood. 
An old horse looked over the gate of a field hard by it ; 
he seemed to be ruminating on the state of France, and 
to think it a bad job. 
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CHAPTER II. 

'^ QEE/^ said Joan, '^ there is our cottage ; and my 

^ mother is at the door, looking out for me. . . . 
Mother !^^ cried she, running up to her, ^^here is a 
poor soldier, both wounded and weary, who is on his 
way to Neufchjlteau, and who has been attacked by the 
routiers. He is brother to Jean La Rousse, who 
keeps La Providence :* will not you give him a night's 
lodging V^ 

*^ So ! — you remember La Providence,^^ said Zabillet, 
eyeing him keenly. ^^ Have you seen it since the old 
sycamore facing the north door blew down ? ^^ 

^^ There is no north door to La Providence,'^ replied 
the old soldier ; '^ and the sycamore you speak of cannot 
have been very old, since it was not even planted in my 
time.'^ 

^^ You are right,^^ said Zabillet, ^^ I only sought to 
prove whether your word was to be taken or not, which 
the badness of the times must excuse, though it showed 
incivility to a stranger. Come in; I am glad to 
requite your brother's kindness. Yqu shall sup with 
us, though I cannot offer you a bed, unless you will 
sleep in the granary.^ 



a 
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" I will do so, mother/^ interposed Joan. 

*^ Be it so then/^ said Zabillet. ^^ We are but little 
folks, but yet, I trust, we can give of our best, such as 
it is, to a stranger.'^ 

Saying this, she made way for him to pass into the 
kitchen, which was pretty large and paved with stone. 
There was a massive and rather handsome fireplace, 
and a raftered ceiling, from which depended ropes of 
onions, strings of dried apples and pears, and bunches 
of pot-herbs ; while baskets, bags, a straw hat or two, 
and various tools hung on pegs. A cherry-wood 
armoire held the household valuables, but there was 
neither ballad on the wall nor book on the window- 
seat, for not one of the family could read. A tame 
magpie was hopping about, now and then saying 
*' Jeannette ! Jeannette ! Jacquemin ! " and a queer- 
looking shepherd^s dog and very old cat kept watch 
and ward over a steaming skillet on the fire. 

'^ Sit down, sit down,'^ said Zabillet, hospitably. 
'^ My good man and boys will soon come in to 
supper.^^ 

" Meanwhile I will wash his wounds, mother, which 
are beginning to fester,^^ said Joan. 

^^ That will be an act of mercy,'^ said Zabillet, look- 
ing into them herself. '^I have a decoction in the 
armoire that will, I think, give great relief.'^ 

^^ How came you by this cut, old friend ? ^^ said 
Joan, as she tenderly bathed it. 

" An Englishman gave it me,^^ said he. 

" Are they not terrible wretches, those English ? '^ 

'^Well, their lords and great captains are famous 
good soldiers, it must be owned, or they would not so 
beat usj but the men they bring over are the mere 
scum of the country, whom they are glad to get killed 
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oflf.* These fellows come into action for the most 
part without any armour, and in jackets, barefooted, 
and without hats, with immense big bows in their 
hands, a bundle of arrows at their backs, and hatchets, 
or, it may be, wooden mallets at their girdles.f They 
let fly their arrows to begin with, as high as possible, 
not to lose their effect, twanging their bowstrings till 
they whistle again ! and then, down with their bows, 
up with their mallets, bill-hooks, hatchets, or whatever 
comes handy, — and at us with a will ! ^^ 

" A downright Jacquerie ! ^^ said Joan. '' Are those 
the sort of men that are to rob us of our best provinces, 
and chase our king into a comer of his dominions V^ 

'^ Our Dauphin is not king till he has been anointed 
and crowned at Rheims,^^ said the old soldier. 

"/ think him so,^^ replied she, "and so ought you. 
King Charles the Seventh.^^ 

" He ought to be, I grant you, but he isn't.'^ 

" What a shame, then, that the people donH rise as 
one man, and carry him through ! / would if I were a 



man.^^ 
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XomV^ said the old man, smiling. "Well, there 
is an old prophecy — Merlin made it, I think — that 
France should be rescued by a maid.^^ 

" Who was Merlin — a saint V^ 

" No ; an enchanter.^^ 

'^Enchanters are dangerous people,^^ said Zabillet, 
coming from the armoire with a rag dipped in the 
decoction, which had " a fine, venomous smell.'^ "They 

* " Some of the great (English) lords were killed : and the rest 
were people of low degree, of the same sort as those whom they 
were accustomed to bring from their own coimtry to die in 
France." — Johnes^ Monstrelet, i. 555. 

t Monstrelet, i. 341-342. 
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get their knowledge not from Grod but from the devil ; 
and even when they tell you true, they deal in double 
meanings, which may be taken opposite ways, and you 
never know which was the right till too late ; or else 
they tag their information with conditions, and draw 
you in and in, and on and on, till you don't know 
where you are, and are lost, may be, soul and body. I 
have a very ill opinion of enchanters, and should never 
wish a child of mine to have anything to do with 
them/' 

'^That's neither here nor there,'' said the old soldier. 
'' Hallo ! this smarts ! — Now, it is very cool and 
pleasant, though. I should like to know the secret of 
this stuff, though on the battle-field we mostly use a 
mixture of oil and lard.* Merlin, I was going to say, 
has been dead or translated this ever so long, and was 
carried off, I think, to fairy-land, in a chariot drawn 
by dragons." 

" Where is fairy-land, I wonder ? " said Joan. 

'^ Why, now, there's a question for a sensible girl to 
ask ! " said the soldier. " You might just as well say 
where is purgatory ? and yet we all know it is some- 
where ; and so is fairy-land j or else where do the fairies 
come from ? " 

*^ Just so ; that's plain enough," said Zabillet, con- 
clusively; "only Joan was always such a girl for 
asking questions. Jeannette, your father is coming in, 
you may pour out the soup." 

When Jacques Dare came in from the plough, he 
was made acquainted with what we know already ; and 
he welcomed the old soldier with a cordiality which 
we, of the class by which this little narrative is likely 

* Barante. 
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to be read, too seldom show, and, indeed, can hardly 
credit. Why, this old fellow might be a regular rogue 
and vagabond ! — loafing about jfrom house to house on 
false pretences ! And, doubtless, there were plenty 
who did so in those unsettled times, when there were 
no unions^ nor overseers, like ^^ porter John,^^ who re- 
warded the poor with a thump on the back with a 
stone. 

However that might be, it is an imcontested his- 
torical fact, that this poor family were ever ready to 
succour and shelter the distressed, more especially 
when they had bled for their country, and that Joan 
would even give up her bed to them. " EUe vit arriver 
les pauvres fugitifs, elle aida, la bonne fiUe, a les re- 
cevoir; elle leur cedait son lit et allait coucher au 
grenier.^^* 

Jacques Dare, a fine, stalwart old peasant, tall, but a 
little bent, and with his honest, earnest-looking face 
lined with a network of minute wrinkles, sat down 
facing his guest, with a hand on each knee, and asked 
him his name ; to which he replied, — 

" Pierre La Rousse, master,'^ 

^^You need not say ' master,^ ^^ observed Jacques, 
" for I am master of no one except my three sons. 
The youngest is named Peter, like yourself, and has a 
hankering for your trade, I'm afraid, for he is much 
given to fighting.^^ 

" Perhaps he may serve his country some of these 
days,^^ said La Rousse. 

^^ I would rather he threshed com,^^ replied Jacques. 
" See, now, what a country this might be for crops I 
We have had a beautiful summer, but so little grain 

• 
* Michelet. 
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was sown that there was not much to gather in. Be- 
tween this and Vaucouleurs we might raise com enough 
to feed all France, were there but hands to till the 
ground. Instead of which, all the likely lads are wanted 
for soldiers ; and the neighbourhood has been so often 
overrun by plunderers, that one has not the heart to 
sow what he may never eat, but just lives from hand to 
mouth.^^ 

" If you complain of things as they are here,^^ said 
La Rousse, " what would you do if you were on the seat 
of war ? I come from Jargeau, where we have been 
beaten by the Earl of Salisbury j the storming of that 
place was dreadful. He has since taken GenviUe, 
Mehun, and several castles and forts, and has now sat 
down before Orleans, the very key of the country. 
How long it will hold out. Heaven only knows, but it 
is to be feared its fall will only be a question of time. 
But oh! if you had but seen the desolation, even before 
the English came in sight ! To deprive them of cover, 
the citizens demolished with their own hands every 
castle, convent, and country-house in the suburbs, as 
well as twelve churches belonging to the four orders of 
mendicant friars ; by which means they could discharge 
cannon from their ramparts all round the town.^^ 

^^ Joan, Joan, mind the soup, and don^t spill it ! ^^ 
cried her mother. 

Three stout, healthy youths here came in, and, after a 
few words, dropped into their places, and began eating 
their supper with avidity. The two eldest were true 
sons of the soil, but were alike with a difference j for 
Jacquemin, round-shouldered, sluggish, and of few 
words, had a touch of sentiment in him which few would 
have dreamed of; while Jeannot, a fine specimen of 
rustic strength, would have made a good man-at-arms. 
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Pierre, the youngest, was an ardent-looking, black-eyed 
boy, who listened with eager interest to whatever was 
said by the soldier. There were two wooden bowls and 
three spoons, one of which was sequestered to the 
stranger, the second was shared by the father and 
mother, and the third used in rotation by their chil- 
dren. This allowed intervals for polite conversation. 

"You come from Orleans, then?'^ said Jacques, 
passing his spoon to his wife. 

*^ Yes; but it was only preparing for defence when I 
left it. Being disabled, I should not have been worth 
my bread. In a little while they will be eating dogs, 
cats, and carrion crows.^^ 

The lads here exchanged glances, and then ate their 
soup with additional relish. 

'^Processions were going from church to church; 
even the elder citizens were learning the use of arms, 
and those who were too weak to fight, engaged in prayer. 
The Dauphin, believing that the loss of this important 
city will be the finishing stroke to himself and his 
kingdom, has sent thither his most noble captains— 
the noble Poton de Saintrailles, the Sire de Gaucourt, 
the brave La Hire, and especially, the flower of them 
all, the Count de Dunois, base son to the late Duke of 
Orleans.'' 

''I have heard of that young gentleman,'' said 
Jacques, " and of most of the others too, though we of 
the border, here, do not get French news very fresh." 

'^ Father," cried Joan, abruptly, ''this good old 
soldier tells us there is an old prophecy that France 
shall be saved by a young maiden ! " 

" By you, no doubt," said he, drily, at which there 
was a general laugh. 

"I do not see what there is to laugh about," said 
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she. '^ Tell me, old man, did the enchanter say where- 
abouts the young maiden was to be found ? '' 

"Aye, aye,^^ replied he; "between Colombey and 
Vaucouleurs/^ 

" Curious, that,^' said she, in an undertone ; " I 
wonder who the maiden is/^ 

" Jeannette, Jeannette V said the magpie. 

" Joan, donH you see we have all done ? ^' said her 
mother. " Clear the table, wash up, and fetch your 
distaff.'' 

" Yes, mother. Just tell me, old man, why you are 
so assured that Orleans will be lost ? '' 

" Nay, my lass, the English and Burgundians united 
are in such strength, and are building bastilles all round 
the town to hem it in. They have such able leaders — 
Lord Salisbury, Lord Suffolk, Sire Talbot, and espe- 
cially a man who breathes fire at his very nostrils, sur- 
named Glacidas.'' 

"But if our people were to unite against them as 
one man, might they not win the day, even yet ? '' 

" No doubt of it," said he. 

'^ Then why do not they ? '' 

"Heaven knows. The people are cowed; and the 
Dauphin, though a sweet yoimg prince, is too inert.'' 

"What is he like?" 

" Oh ! he is fair to see — smooth-faced, with wavy 
hair and deep blue eyes, that are kindly rather than 
fierce, like those of the murdered Duke of Orleans." 

" But is he brave ? is he good ? " 

" Aye, aye, my lass," said the old man. 

^^ I will remember him in my prayers," said she. 

" Sin brings sorrow," said Jacques Dare, abruptly. 
" If that duke had not been so vain of being a lady- 
killer, nor boasted that the Duchess of Burgundy loved 
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him, he would not have been slain by the duke, nor 
would the Duke of Burgundy in his turn have been 
slain/' 

^' Oh ! that is going back to Eve's apple. Perhaps 
you will sing us a song, young man,'' said La Rousse 
to the eldest youth. 

" I don't care if I do," said Jacquemin, scraping his 
throat, '^ though my voice is only middling. What will 
you have ? ' Colin et Colette/ ' Gentil Disir/ or ^ The 
Complainings of the poor Commoners and Labourers of 
France ' ? " 

" The last by all means," said La Rousse ; " for we 
shall be ready to cry amen to every line." 

So at it he went, in the following manner, though a 
few lines will suffice as a specimen, seeing that the 
whole composition is not much shorter than the one 
hundred and nineteenth Psalm. 

"Ah! princes, prelates, valiant lords. 
Lawyers and tradesfolk, small and great, 
Burghers and warriors, girt with swords. 
Who fatten on our daily sweat. 
To labouring hinds some comfort give, 
Whate'er betide, we needs must live. 

" But live we cannot long, we trow. 
If God deny his powerful aid 
Agsunst the poor man's cruel foe. 
Who doth our goods by force invade. 
And flouting us with pride and scorn, 
Beareth away our wine and com." * 

The eflfect of this ballad, or homily, was sedative 
rather than enlivening, especially when sung to a tune 
that was always falling into a minor, and got at least 

* Translated by the Rev. W. Shepherd ; for Johnes. 

c 
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two notes flatter as it proceeded^ Jaequemin singing 
entirely through his nose^ or else as if he had a lock of 
wool in his throat; sometimes abruptly pausing^ to 
recoYer the words, and then going on again when every 
one thought he had done. 

'^ AY ell, that's enough to put any one to sleep/' said 
Zabillet, by way of encouragement, when he had 
finished. '^ Pierre, thou art snoring already. Gro to 
bed this instant. And you too, Joan. Why are you 
resting your head upon your hand ? Are you ill, or 
only tired ? '' 

Joan looked ashamed, and took up her distaff. 

'^ There, there,'' said ZabiUet, more kindly, ^^ put 
away thy spinning, and go to bed. Leave off dreaming 
with thine eyes open and brooding upon matters too 
deep for thee, and say thy prayers, and the Lord will 
watch over thee." 

'^Yes, mother." And Joan thankfully stole off, 
with an armful of her belongings, to the granary, 
where, like Griseldis, '^she made her bed fiill hard, 
and nothing soft." 

" That's a nice, tidy, likely lass of yours," observed 
La Bousse to Jacques, as Zabillet bestirred herself in 
the early closing movement. 

^' The girl's a good girl enough," replied he, rather 
pleased, ^^when she leaves alone her dreamings and 
thinkings. But she is given to strange vagaries. She 
was scarce thirteen when she came in one day about 
noon from the garden, looking quite dazed, and told 
her mother, who had sent her for some pot-herbs, that 
she was standing there all alone, when suddenly there 
shined a bright light all about her, and she heard an 
unknown voice say, ^ Continue to be a good girl, Joan, 
and God will bless thee.' " 
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'^ Hum ! what thought you of that ? ^' said La 
Rousse. 

"What thought I of it? Why, if she had been a 
deceitful girl, I should have thought it a lie, but I 
never caught her lying in my life. I therefore suppose 
she was only in one of her dreams, when the sun hap- 
pened to shine out from behind a cloud, and that some- 
body passing along outside the hedge, unseen, said 
those words. That^s what I make of it.^^ 

" I never agreed with thee, though, father, about 
that,^' said Zabillet, " and that thou very well knows.^' 

"Yes, yes, I know, mother. Another thing was 
curious," said he, dropping his voice mysteriously ; " I 
liad a dream, one night, a very forcible dream, that I 
saw Joan riding along with some soldiers. But sooner 
than that should come to pass,^^ said he, throwing out 
his hands with sudden vehemence, " Td drown her 
with these hands. Or, an' if I were dead, that Jacque- 
min there should do it ! Thou hears me, Jacquemin?" 

" Aye, aye, father," said Jacquemin, soberly. 

" Come ! " said Zabillet, " it is high time we should 
be abed and asleep. 
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CHAPTER III. 

THE old man slept heayily^ and when he awoke in 
the mornings he found all but his hostess dispersed 
on their several avocations. 

'^ Where is the yoimg girl ? ^' said he, as he thank- 
fully accepted a bowl of inilk and a piece of black 
bread. 

" Joan is at her prayers/^ replied Zabillet. ^' She 
has been good at them ever -since she could speak, for I 
taught her betimes that prayer was the direct road to 
heaven ; and to peace on earth too — that peace which 
comes of a quiet mind." 

^^ Good mothers make good daughters," observed 
La Rousse. " I would willingly have seen her again ; 
however, give her my thanks and blessing for bringing 
me to this hospitable roof." 

^^I wish you a safe journey," returned Zabillet; 
^^ and am glad to have had an opportunity of showing 
that I remembered your brother^s kindness to us at La 
Providence." 

Meanwhile, Joan, kneeling before the altar of the 
village church, which was scarcely a stone^s throw from 
the house, was clasping her hands and pouring out 
lier soul to the two saints to whom it was dedicated, 
fondly hoping that they would present her prayers more 
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efficaciously than herself at the throne of grace. '' Ah, 
St. Catherine ! ah, blessed St. Margaret ! intercede for 
our poor France ! why should the wicked say ' Where 
is now their God?' Oh, when shall there arise a 
deliverer ? ^' 

And she wept and beat her breast ; and then arose, 
poor girl, having availed herself of such helps as 
she had been taught to use, trusting her prayers would 
be heard. 

'' A few slieep; epinning, m the field she kept ; 
She wolde not be idle till she slept." 

On her way to the fold, it being yet a little past day- 
break, she met a young countryman, Raoul Cerisier by 
name, going to his daily labour. 

Good day, pretty maid,'^ said he. 
Pretty maid and I have nothing to do together," 
said Joan. '^ However, I wish you a good day and a 
better mind." 

*^ What's the matter with my mind ? " said Raoul. 

^^ You are a Bui^ndian; and I wish all Burgundians 
at the bottom of the sea." 

" Ha I ha ! ha 1 Who fold you I was a Burgundian ?" 

'^ Why, are you not ? " cried Joan, kindling. '* You 
know you are. You're the only Burgundian in 
Domremy." 

'' What then T " 

''The Duke of Burgundy is a wicked man, who 
foments civil war, and takes part with the English. 
And they who uphold him are like unto him." 

'' Ha I ha ! ha I It is droll : Joan, you amuse me. I 
should like you to amuse me always. When shall you 
and I marry ? 
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^^ When the sky falls/' said she, indignantly. ^' Go 
your ways/^ 

'^ The sky is falling now, for I have just felt a drop 
of rain on my face. Very well ! then I^U speak to 
the priest/^ 

" Go your ways for a saucy jeerer/^ said Joan, hasten- 
ing away from him ; and Raoul, after looking at her 
for a minute or two, as she retreated, with a mixture of 
admiration and mockery, passed on. 

She drove the sheep, goats, and two cows to pas- 
ture, and sat spinning, hour after hour, under a warm, 
sheltering hedge. As she twirled her spindle, she re- 
called all that the old soldier had said overnight, and 
tried to piece it together. 

"^A maid shall deliver France ?^^^ repeated she. 
" ^ A maiden between Vaucouleurs and Colombey ? ^ " 
And thick-coming images arose before her till the 
distaff dropped from her relaxed grasp, and with dilated 
eyes, and parted lips, she saw, or seemed to see, now 
the chivalry of France sweeping by in fell disorder, 
over the torn and trampled oriflamme j now the vic- 
torious English in full pursuit ; now the solitary figure 
of a kingly youth, leaning despondently on his sword ; 
now a maiden kneeling at his feet, then rising, ad- 
dressing him in dumb show, and pointing upward, then 
placing a crown upon his head, leading him to his war- 
charger, and bidding him ride forth to conquer. 

A change came o^er the scene, which seemed en- 
veloped in turbid clouds, deepening into absolute dark- 
ness — then, gradually melting to a soft, silvery, grey 
tint, permeated by an exquisitely clear light, that grew 
brighter and brighter to an almost dazzling intensity. 
Floating figures then appeared — figures not of this 
earth, but heavenly-fair, majestic^ and saint- like — 
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figures that looked on her with pitying love and tender 
sweetness, and that at length spoke. 

Joan was by this time in a deep sleep or trance, 
whether in the body or out of the body ; she had gently 
sunk on the turf like a tired child, and lay there with 
closed eyes, relaxed limbs, and a smile of ineffable 
sweetness on her lips. Tears presently trickled from 
beneath her closed lids, and her hands made a faint 
movement, as if to grasp and retain some receding 
object. Then she half raised herself with a start, and 
looked wistfully around and above her. 

" They are gone ! ^' said she, softly ; and after a 
pause, full of solemnity, she covered her face, and bent 
her knees in prayer. 

Joan's breiakfast that morning had been two apples, 
and though her mother had given her a slice of bread to 
stay her young appetite till the family supper, she had 
privately slipped it into the soldier^s wallet. Nothing 
is more provocative of wild, unearthly fancies than 
crude, indigestible food, or an empty stomach. For my 
part, it is my settled belief that at least half the super- 
natural visitations of famous ascetics, whether coming 
in the guise of spirits of darkness or angels of light, 
might be traced to the vegetable diet which filled their 
brains with vapours and chimeras : but this by the 
way. 

When Joan looked about her, all her sheep were 
gone ! This instantly brought her down from things 
celestial to things terrestrial \ and, sticking her distaff 
into her girdle and snatching up her crook, she sped 
away after them. Two long hours passed before the 
poor girl could get the flock together again; it was 
then full time to drive it to the fold, and by the time 
she had done this, and was returning, hot and weary, 
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to her home^ the sun had set. Again she encoimteTCd 
Kaoul Cerisier. 

^* iodXky^ said he^ repentantly^ as he came np to her^ 
'' I'm sorry I spoke so roughly this morning. There's 
no one for whom I care more." 

*' Then yon cannot care much for anybody," said 
Joan ; ** but it does not signify." 

** Nay, but I care for you a great deal," said Raool ; 
** and — in short, if you'll have me for your husband, so 
you shall." 

*^ Kaoul, I wonder at you ! " said Joan, angrily. " I 
have no thoughts of marriage, and, if I had, should 
never marry you. Go your ways ; my thoughts were 
full of heavenly things, and you have brought them 
down to earth. If you were not a Burgundian, I could 
tell you something " 

^' Tell me by all means," said he, standing across her 
path, so that she could not pass. 

^' No ; it is not for such ears as yours," said she, 
trying to push by him, — ^^ Oh ! there's the vesper-bell, 
and I shall be quite too late ; how disappointing ! " 
And tears of mortification started into her eyes. 

'' One kiss, and then you shall go," said Raoul. 

'' Take that ! " said Joan, giving him such a box on 
the ear that the light flashed from his eyes. He could 
not help laughing; but she was in anything but a 
laughing mood, and ran fleetly home, while he stood 
looking after her, and rubbing his ear. 

'^ Why, Joan, what's the matter?" said Zabillet, as 
she shot into the cottage. " How late you are ! I 
wanted you to fetch water from the spring, and scald 
the milk-pans, and feed the pigs and chickens. Have 
you done a good day's spinning ? Hoity-toity! whaf s 
this ?" and she picked up Joan's spindle, with the lock 
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of flax all in a haxl, like an nntidy boy^s kite-string, 
whicli he has not taken the trouble to wind up. " Why, 
now, Joan I ^' 

" Baoul Cerisier troubled me, and would not let me 
pass/^ said Joan, colouring. 

"OhP^ said Zabillet, with a significant look. — 
" But, what ! — ^you have scarcely spim a quarter of 
your flax ! ^' 

" The sheep strayed, mother ^^ 

" The sheep strayed ? And wherefore, I pray you, 
came you to let them stray? Your back has been 
turned on them, miss, while you gossiped with that 
idle girl Haumette ^^ 

^' No, indeed, mother; I have not seen her all day.^^ 

" Or with that idle fellow Baoul Cerisier ^^ 

*' Baoul Cerisier 1 truly he is an idle fellow,^^ said 
Joan ; " but yet I saw him but two minutes, going and 
coming.^^ 

" Then you^ye been dreaming of him, may be ?" 

^^No, indeed, mother. The truth is — '' and her 
eyes and yoice dropped. 

" Oh I now we are going to have the truth,^' said 
Zabillet, ironically; and then awaiting her communi- 
cation with some curiosity — " Well ? ^' 

" Mother, if you look in that way, I cannot tell you.^' 

'^ Come, come 1 ^' said Zabillet, softening, however. 

'* Mother, I was keeping the sheep, when all at once 
a bright light shined around me.^^ 

'' WeU ! '' 

" It was not the light of sun or moon, I think, but 
softer, yet brighter than either. And then I heard a 
rustling, like as of silky garments; and I was Vare of — ^^ 

"What?^' 

'^ Two bright ladies,^^ said Joan, with awe. 
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^^ Two bright ladies ?'' 

'^ And with them a noble gentleman — un way pnuT- 
homme,^' 

*^ And who was the vray prud'homme ? ^' 

" I think/^ said Joan^ faltering, " that he was the 
archangel Michael." 

" Joan/^ cried Zabillet, with exasperation, " will you 
never have done with such nonsense ? ^^ 

^^ Mother ! I saw him with these eyes, as plainly as 
I see you now/' 

^^ And what might he say to you ? '^ 

^^ He told me I should crown the king, and raise the 
siege of Orleans/' 

This passes patience I '' exclaimed her mother. 

Hark you, Joan ; I have done my best to bring you 
up in the ways of godliness, and above all, to abhor 
lying.'' 

^^ I have told no lies," said Joan, bursting into tears. 

" I never caught you in one till this moment," pur- 
sued Zabillet, '^ and I hope I never shall again, for I 
would rather you had never been bom than that you 
should depart from the ways of truthfulness. Poor we 
are, and homely; but honest and sincere we have 
always been." 

"Mother," sobbed Joan, ''why won't you believe 
me?" 

" How can I ? " said Zabillet, rapidly. '' Better own 
one fault at first than worsen it by making false excuses. 
You went out of this house this morning a good and 
innocent girl; how you have since been spending or 
misspending your time I know not, though I shall be 
sure to know soon or late, but most likely with idle 
companions ; in proof of it, your sheep were lost, your 
flax unspun, you come back hot and weary, and with 
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your clothes looking as if you had been dragging them 
through every hedge ; and, to cover all this to your too 
kind mother, you invent an absurd story, a 'profane 
story, I may call it, about St. Michael and I donH 
know what all/^ 

I would scorn it,'' said Joan, crying. 
Scorn it and welcome, my lass, from this time 
forth for evermore, or all the world will scorn you. 
St. Michael, forsooth ! "What should possess you to go 
and take the name of that worthy gentleman in vain ? 
Oh fie, child I fie for shame ! I thought I had taught 
you better. And the two grand ladies, too ! St. Cathe- 
rine and St. Margaret, no doubt ! I am glad you did 
not venture to bring in our Blessed Lady. Pray, how 
might they be dressed ? " 

^^ I hardly marked their dresses, mother,'' said Joan, 
drying her eyes, and trying to command her trembling 
voice. "But yet, I think they were in a kind of — 
something all over shiny." 

"There, there, don't go on inventing, for pity's 
sake," interrupted Zabillet, with contempt and aver- 
sion, " or you will only make bad worse. Something 
all over shiny, indeed ! A likely thing, for saints of 
the first quality, that might wear every colour in the 
rainbow, to be dressed so as that you could help taking 
notice. Thou'rt a very poor fabricator, child, after 
all, and I pray thou mayst never mend by practice. 
Repeat this all to the priest at thy next confession, 
and don't be surprised if he puts thee to some 
good wholesome penance. Meanwhile, to begin with, 
I desire that you will strictly hold your tongue till bed- 
time." 

" But, mother ! " 

" Silence ! not a word ! " said Zabillet, imperatively. 
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^* If you speak again^ you shall be silent for a week ; 
and you know, Joan, I vMl be obeyed/' 

Joan sighed acquiescence. 

'^ And you may fill up your time by unreaving all 
this tangle/' said her mother, pushing her distaff to- 
wards her, ^^ and spinning it right off/' 

Joan humbly obeyed, and was glad of some mechanical 
employment. Just at this time, her father and brothers 
came home from work, and looked disappointed enough 
at not finding supper ready. 

" How's this ? " said Jacques Dare, in surprise. " Joan, 
wench, bestir thyself. This is no time to be spinning." 

^^Joan will mind what she is set about," said 
Zabillet, sharply, as she poured out the soup. ^' She 
has been misbehaving herself, and is in penitence." 

^^ Fie on it ! " muttered Jacques, while his sons ex- 
changed expressive looks and shrugged their shoulders. 
Two large tears dropped on Joan's apron ; seeing which, 
her youngest brother immediately went up to her and 
took her hand. 

^' Come to your suppers, children," said Zabillet, 
shortly. " Come, yow, Joan 1 Don't sulk." 

Joan instantly obeyed. 

*^ Joan never sulks," muttered Pierre. 

" Hold your tongue, sir ! " 

Dead silence. 

" How mum we all are ! " cried Jeannot, at length. 
** As dull as dormice. Can't you be saying something, 
Joan ? " 

^' Joan," interposed Zabillet, ^* is to hold her tongue 
till bed-time. It is a penance." 

" Ma foi ! " said Jeannot, getting up from table. 
"Then I shall go and look after Matthieu." This 
MatthieU was the scamp of the neighbourhood. 
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" Jeannot, donH ! '* said his mother, in desperation. 
But Jeannot was gone. 

'^ Never mind, mother,'^ said Jacquemin ; " 1*11 go 
and fetch him back." 

But Jacquemin went after him, and did not return. 
As for Pierre, he drummed on the floor with his 
sabots, teased the cat, tormented the magpie, and 
pulled the dog^s tail ; till his mother said, " You had 
better go to bed." As soon as Joan had finished her 
spinning, she was sent to bed also. Then said Jacques 
Dare to his wife, " Mother, how could you think of 
silencing that girl, and making us all as stupid as owls ? 
You had much better have given her a good thump on 
the head." 
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CHAPTER IV. 

^^ r?ATHER/' said Zabillet, after looking cautiously 
J- round, to be ensured against eaves-droppers, '' I 
donH think Joan^s head will bear much thumping. It 
has been quite as grievous to me as it can have been to 
you, to put the poor dear lass in disgrace, but the case 
demanded it. Mischief is best nipped in the bud ; you 
may trample an acorn, but not an oak. Here she has 
been at her dreaming and visioning again, and depones 
to having seen St. Michael the archangel, I warrant 
you ! '^ 

" Aye, aye ? '^ cried Jacques, looking hard at her. 

"And two female saints,^' continued Zabillet, '^dressed 
in unimaginable gowns.^' 

" What did they say to her ? " 

" She says that he said, and they said, that she should 
put the king on the throne of France.^' 

" Whew I — ^^ said Jacques, with a low whistle. " And 
how does she mean to set about it ? '^ 

" Heaven knows ! ^' 

" I should think so ! This is worse and worse. Her, 
imaginings become more and more dangerous. We 
must beat it out of her, mother, I think ? '^ 

"Ah, no I — she will never stand it.^^ 

"What say you to sousing it out of her with cold 
water ? '' 
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'^ I hope never to live to see my daugliter treated 
like a witch/' said Zabillet. " The matter is not so bad 
as that/' 

'^ No ; but there's no saying what it may come to. 
Suppose we get the priest to exorcise her." 

'^ That would be treating her as if she were possessed 
by the evil one/' said Zabillet, reproachfully. 

^' And may not she be ? " 

" I wonder to hear you, father, talk so of your own 
daughter. May not the child have had intercourse 
with heaven, after all ? The worst of it is, I fear it 
may be only an idle tale, to account for her letting the 
sheep go astray and neglecting her spinning." 

" Idle tale ! vncked tale, mother ! How durst the 
jade lose the sheep ? " 

'^ Ah, well, they're all found again, and she may have 
dropped asleep, and so lost them." 

" Yes, and dreamt all this gibberish, but she need not 
believe in it, waking. I'll tell thee what, mother, — I 
believe a husband would put all this nonsense out of 
her head sooner than anything else; so I shall cast 
about for one." 

" Oh ! she is too young for marriage yet, father, or 
else there need be no casting about, for I've one in my 
eye." 

" Who ? " 

" Raoul Cerisier." 

^^ Well ; he would do as well as any one else." 

'^ Yes, and he has a kindness for her, and though 
she cares nought for him, yet, if I encourage him a 
little, he'll come forward, and, at least, put these 
dreams out of her head." 

*^ Do so, then, mother, by all means." 

" I will, father. Where are those idle boys, who are 
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keeping us up ? Oh, here they come ! Don't let us 
make any remark : young people should not be made of 
too much importance/' 

So the young men were allowed to go to bed nn- 
chidden ; and their father and mother barred and bolted 
the door, the one saying Benedicite and the other 
Domine — like parson and clerk. 

"May I talk this morning, mother?'' said Joan 
humbly, the next day. 

'^ Yes, if thou use thy tongue discreetly," replied 
Zabillet, to Joan's immense relief, for she neither liked 
silence nor being in disgrace. 

"Pierre will keep the sheep to-day," continued 
Zabillet ; " so take this bundle of foul linen and wash 
it in the river. Hammer it weU, and mind it gets a 
good rinsing." 

This was part of Joan's regular work, and on the 
present occasion Zabillet the more gladly availed herself 
of it, because she thought the group of chattering women 
who were sure to be engaged in like manner at the 
water-side would do more to divert Joan's thoughts 
than could be effected by her usual solitary employment. 
It is true, that Zabillet was not usually fond of her hear- 
ing the village gossip, but it struck her in her present 
anxiety that in shunning one evil she might have 
fostered another; and that it was even better for a 
young girl to hear a certain amount of idle talk, than 
to be left hour after hour to uninterrupted communings 
with her own heart and fancy — in which she may have 
been right. It is doubtful, however, how much a 
highly imaginative character may gain of what is 
original, and vast, and high, that would never, but in 
seclusion and quiet^ have struck root downward and 
borne fruit upward. 
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Joan then let her mother set the bundle on her head^ 
and, with bare feet, and a little wooden bat in her hand, 
took her way to the banks of the Meuse. Here a 
cluster of women were washing, while others looked on 
and talked — the skirts of the former being pinned up 
nearly to their knees, displaying beautiful, uncompressed 
feet, ^^with toes as level, even, and fair, as ladies^ 
fingers/^ 

No fewer than three of these women were Joan's 
godmothers — she being very liberally provided in that 
respect, though there is no proof she ever was any the 
better for them, except for their good-wiU and prayers. 
And truly it seems to me that those who take on them 
that holy office, owe at least that much to their god- 
children, somewhat more than in common is thought. 

Beatrice Estellin, a woman of fifty, who was one of 
these sponsors, was seated with more ease than dignity 
on a reversed clothes-basket, and holding forth to her 
companions in the following manner, only noticing her 
godchild by a familiar nod. 

'^ Why should she call her child Ismerie, say you, 
Tiffanie? Why,' because she had been cured at the 
shrine of the saint of that name, whose legend you of 
course are acquainted with." 

'' Oh, teU it us again, godmother, if you please ! '' 
said Joan, eagerly. " It will refresh Tiflfanie's memory, 
and you know how fond I am of it.'' 

''Well," began Beatrice, ''there was once a grand 
lady called the Dame d'Eppe, whose three brave sons 
went to the Holy Land. They were taken captive by 
the Soldan of Egypt, who desired to pervert them to 
heathenism. Being little of an arguer himself, he set 
upon them all the doctors and learned men he had 
about him, who did not make the least imi)ressioiu 
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Tliey were ca«t into deeper captivity than ever^ and the 
Solrlan, at hiH wit's end^ was considering what he conld 
do with them^ when it suddenly occnrred to him that 
his only daughter^ the Princess Ismerie^ a young lady of 
extra^miinary beauty^ spoke excellent French^ and was 
also a profound theologian. 

^^Ile therefore desired her to array hersdf in her 
richest attire^ and go instantly to these three yonng 
knights^ and convert them out of hand. The knights were 
no little astonished^ as you may suppose^ to see a young 
la<ly of unparalleled beauty enter their dungeon^ dressed 
in gold^ silver^ and all manner of precious stones. It 
so haj)jH;ncd that when she came in^ the eldest of the 
threi; brothers was engaged in carving a small figure of 
our BlcHKCil Lady. 

** Well, the princess entered at once into the contro- 
versy, and got so much the worst of it, that she was 
niutr; for want of something to say : so then it occurred 
Uy h(jr to ask the Chevalier d'Eppe what he was doing. 
In rcjily he gave her a complete outline of the Christian 
faith, which so amazed her and addressed itself to her 
bett(;r feelings, that she was eflectually converted. 

*' During the night the little image which the young 
knight had failed to make anything of was supplied, no 
doubt from some heavenly quarter, by that beautiful 
little statue of our Lady which is to be seen to this day 
at Licsse, and which, to be more attractive to the 
Holdan^s daughter, was perfectly black.^^ 

*' Was Ismeric black, then ? ^' inquired Mangette. 

** No question of it,'^ said Tiflfanie ; '^ and so waff 
Pharaoh's daughter/^ 

'' Only dark, perhaps,'^ said Mangette. 

''You will not be surprised," continued Beatrice, '^to 
hear that Princess Ismerie was so charmed with this 
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image^ that she was the more easily induced by the 
knights to forswear her own wicked religion and escape 
with them to a Christian land. At dead of night, 
therefore, with all her jewels in her pocket, she stole 
softly down stairs, unlocked the dungeon, and fled with 
the knights to the banks of the Nile, where they found 
a vessel which immediately brought them to France. 
The Dame of Eppe welcomed her brave sons and their 
deliverer with transport. The Princess Ismerie was 
baptised, and a beautiful church was built by the pious 
knights for the reception of the miraculous image, 
whose virtues in healing all manner of sickness have 
never ceased." 

*^ Certainly Perrette can testify to that,^^ said 
Suzanne ; " she went barefoot to the shrine, and her 
lameness was completely cured.^^ 

^^ Well, now, I should say the cure was incomplete, 
after all,'^ said TiflTanie, " for she limps sadly.^^ 

"I am ashamed of you, Tiflanie,^' said Beatrice. 
'^You should not let these young girls hear such 
heresy.^^ 

" Well, but does not she V 

*^ If she does, it must be from want of faith. She 
was healed effectually enough at Liesse. We should all 
beware of relapsing into imbelief . Is not the good Duke 
of Barr a patron of the shrine ? and did not poor un- 
happy King Charles the Sixth make a pilgrimage to it ? 
Our dear Dauphin, too, has made intercessions there, 
which doubtless will be heard." 

'' Yes, without a doubt," said Joan, in a low voice, 
for she believed in some strange, wild stories ; but she 
had the root of the matter in her for all that. 

^' Which of the three knights did the beautiful 
princess marry ?" inauired Mangette, with interest. 

d2 
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^'Princess Ismerie did not manr anv of them/* 
replied Beatrice; " she took the veil/* 

^^Ah! what a pity!" 

** No pity at all, I think/* sadd Joan. *' It was a fit 
end to her holy life and brave deed, and doubtless she 
prayed for the conversion of her father, whom she mnst 
have grieved to forsake. Why should marriage always 
wind up a story ? If one has grace to do a good and 
great thing, surely one may then die in peace.** 

And she energeticaUy set to her washing, without 
attending to any more gossip. She had already heard 
enough to set her dreaming of unfortunate knights 
Ixjing freed from their perils and distresses by brave 
damsels, and sped on their way by saints and angels. 

When the family reassembled in the evening, Pierre 
did nothing but grumble at the stupidity of keeping 
sheep all day. 

^' Why, what eLse are you fit for, you silly boy?** 
said Zabillet, rebukingly. 

^^A girl may keep sheep, as well or better than a 
boy,** said Pierre ; ^^ and I don*t so much mind keeping 
them along with Joan, because she tells me stories 
of the Dog of Montargis and the Forest of Bondy, and 
Sir Enguerrand and the Lion, and the Sire de Fayel, 
who made his wife eat the troubadour's heart.** 

** Joan*s head is lined with plenty of such trash as 
that,** said his mother. *' Where she picks it up, I 
know not, except of pedlars, and ballad-mongers, and 
tramps of one sort and another. It does neither of you 
any good, for it makes you discontented with the station 
into which you were bom.** 

^' Oh, mother ! indeed Fm not discontented,** inter- 
posed Joan, who was spinning; "I am as happy as 
I ever wish to be ; and the only thing that grieves me 
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is that the king and country at large should be in such 
trouble/^ 

'' We have nothing to do with the king and country 
at large/^ said Zabillet ; "and nothing is more ridiculous 
than for young persons to meddle with matters too high 
for them. Put down some chestnuts to roast, Joan. 
Here comes Baoul Cerisier, and very likely he will stay 
to supper/* 

" Oh, mother ! please don^t ask him I '* cried Joan. 

" Not ask him, indeed I I shall ask who I choose, 
without needing to ask consent of my children. Pray, 
what is your objection to my doing so ?" 

"He is such a very stupid, forward young man, 
mother " 

"Stupid? forward? — ^pooh, pooh! We must take 
people as we find them. We expect them to make 
allowances for us ; and why should not we make allow- 
ances for them ? You yourself require plenty of allow- 
ance to be made for you. Mistress Joan. Hist ! here 
he comes.'* 

Sure enough, Raoul came in, with a flower in his 
button-hole, a clean-washed face, a riband round his 
hat, and a look that seemed to indicate the conscious- 
ness that his arrival was not altogether unexpected. 
Joan, to her disgust, saw her mother making much of 
him, and heard her tell him he was welcome, bid him 
be seated, hope he would stay, and ask him a variety of 
questions about his family, their employments and cir- 
cumstances — how such a one made his farm answer, 
what such another got for his cow, how much another 
would give his son on his marriage, and what another 
would give with his daughter. 

"A good daughter,^' observed she, "is just so much 
property — you needn^t fidget, Joan, no one is thinking 
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of you — a good daughter, as I was saying, who can 
wash, and bake, and spin, and sew, is just so much 
property; and when her parents give her away, it is 
exactly the same as giving away a bag of money. It 
may be copper, or it may be brass, but still it^s so 
much property/^ 

Raoul grinned, and stroked his hair, and twirled his 
hat, and said something that sounded like " Oh ! is it, 
though?'' 

** Yes, it is,'' said Zabillet, positively ; '^ and I, being 
the only married person present, am likely to know 
most about it. Here comes father, though. Baoul, 
my lad, you'll oblige me by sitting on this bench ; it's 
just as soft as the stopl, — at least, no harder, — and 
Jacques always likes his own seat. Well, as I was 
saying, Raoul, I suppose you'll settle some of these 
days " 

*^ No, you weren't," said Raoul, " but it don't signify. 
Yes, I suppose I shall." 

" Well, then, I wish you a good wife with all my 
heart," said Zabillet. 

^^Oh!" said Raoul, ^'I have not far to look. I 
have one in my eye." 

^'Oh, indeed!" said Zabillet, looking surprised. 
^^ And who may she be, I wonder?" 

" Ah, she's one that can do all those things you said, 
and perhaps a lot more.^ 

'^ Has she any money V 

^^Well, that's what I should like to know," said 
Raoul, twirling his hat, '^ only I don't like to ask. 
Not much, I should suppose: but a little would be 
better than nothing." 

^^ Certainly it would," said Zabillet, decisively. '^ Or 
if her parents axe too poor to give her any money. 
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perhaps they would give a cow or a calf, or a horse, or 
pig, or two or three sheep, or a few hens." 

"You^re more likely to know than I am," said 
Haoul, abruptly, ^^ for you're her mother." 

" You don't say so !" said Zabillet. '' Oh, ho, ho ! 
— capital ! " 

*^ Capital?" repeated Joan, with indignation, "any- 
thing but that, I think." 

" We must talk it over, Raoul," said Zabillet, in great 
glee, " when we are by ourselves, and I dare say we 
shall be able to arrange it, with mutual concessions." 

"Mother, how can you say so?" interrupted Joan. 
" Please donH." 

" Child, be quiet : you are too yoimg to come for- 
ward in these things. Bear with her, Raoid, she's but 
young and shy." 

" Oh yes ! I'll bear with her," said Baoid with a 
grin, which Joan thought made him look inexpressibly 
ugly. 

" Raoul," said she to him in a low voice, but with a 
look of great determination, "'tis no good — I cannot 
bear you ! " 
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CHAPTER V. 

FROM this time, poor Joan was so incessantly per- 
secuted by Raoul's addresses, that they did indeed 
answer the end her mother had mainly in view, of 
chasing away her dreams and imaginations ; but the 
process was so repellant and disgusting to her, that the 
poor girl was ready to wish herself dead. As Raoul^s 
character came out, Zabillet was indeed secretly forced 
to own to herself that he was not the man she woidd 
have chosen for her son-in-law, and that she should not 
vex much if he failed in his suit ; but as he answered 
her present purpose, she left to Joan the task of re- 
pelling him, and received him with smiles whenever he 
came. 

Raoul's daily toil as a thresher kept him employed 
till sunset, but then he never failed to present himself; 
and if Jacques Dare did but welcome him with a 
doubtful grunt, the young men, whose lives were not 
too amusing, were well pleased Joan should have a 
lover, and indulged in many a jest at her expense: 
Pierre was her only ally, and thought it a shame to 
torment her. Raoul had so good an opinion of himself, 
that when he had once got over the awkwardness of 
speaking on the subject, he did so in good faith, be- 
lieving it impossible he could be disagreeable to any 
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one. Joan told him so^ however^ so Tinmistakably^ that 
he stole a few minutes from his work one morning to 
see Zabillet alone^ and ask her what he was to think 
of Joan^s saying once and again she would not have 
him. 

" Persevere, lad, persevere ! ^^ said Zabillet, with a 
mischievous gleam in her eye, for which she ought to 
have been ashamed of herself; and Baoul, resolved to 
try a bold stroke for a wife, did not wait for simset, but 
went off straight to the sheep pastures. 

Joan was spinning on a mossy bank imder a hawthorn 
on the skirt of an exhausted sand-pit, while her dozen 
or so sheep, and two or three goats, fed on a patch of 
short, sweet grass before her* The trees were thin of 
leaves, but there was a ripe, autumnal feeling in the 
air, and the trees and bushes looked as if they had 
been touched up with a velvet brush, dipped in honey : 
the scene was rural and charming in the extreme, with 
occasional features of a bolder description in the 
distance. The lark was carolling high in the air, and 
Joan herself was softly singing a hymn to the Virgin. 

A soimd of snapping twigs as Raoul pushed his way 
through some underwood made her look up. 

'^ You here, at this time of day ? ^' said she, in 
surprise. 

" Aye,^' said he, throwing himself on the ground, a 
few paces from her; "I thought I would for once 
make holiday.'^ 

" It will be no holiday to me if you are coming to 
spend it here," said Joan. ^^I have no respect for 
people who forsake their work." 

" Joan, how tart you are ! I never came near a girl 
with such a bitter tongue." 

" Why do you come near me then ? I^m sure I do 
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not want you ; and more than that, if you are going to 
stay here, I shall go home and tell mother, for she has 
expressly told me, a hundred times, never to have any- 
thing to say to young men/^ 

" Oh, well ! but she did not mean me, for I am a 
great favourite — 



\t JLavuuntc 



Not of mine," said Joan, with asperity. '^My 
father and mother would not send me out here to keep 
the sheep if they thought any one would follow me ; 
and, favourite or no favourite, my mother would be as 
angry as ever she could be, if she thought you were 
here now. So go your ways, Raoul, like an honest 
fellow, and mind your threshing.^' 

" Joan, you are talking of what you know nothing 
about. I have seen your mother this very morning, 
and she knows that I am come here to bring you to 
the point.^' 

" The point will be that I shall set the dog at you," 
said Joan, nettled. ^^ Here, Hardigras ! " 

^^ Hardigras knows better than to fly at me," said 
Raoul, snapping his fingers at him, and whistling; 
which the dog, however, did not exactly incline to take 
in good part. " The long and short is, Joan, that you 
are promised to me, and my wife you shall be ; so why 
make more ado ? " 

^' Who promised me to you, I should like to know ? " 
said she, in high scorn. 

^^ That^s neither here nor there. Promised you are ; 
and you shall perform." 

'^Has my father ever promised? You know he has 
not ! " 

^^I did not say he had." 
Has my mother? I donH believe it ! ^' 
Perhaps she has, perhaps she hasnH. Pve seen her 
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since you have. You have promised me yourself, over 
and over again.^' 

" Baoul ! was there ever such a false word ? ^^ 

^^ You have ! I have said to you a hundred times, 
'Will you marry me ?^ and 'When will you marry 
me ? ' and you\e always named some time or other/^ 

Here Joan called her dog, and began to collect her 
sheep. 

'' What are you going to do ?" said Raoul, following 
her. 

''Fold the sheep in broad day,'' said she, "if I. 
cannot get quit of you in any other way. I will justify 
myself to my mother.'' 

" Joan, if you dare me to it, I will have you up 
before the official at Toul I " 

" Do so, and welcome ! " said she. " Expose your- 
self to defeat and derision if you will ! I will obey the 
citation." 

" Ha ! there's a wolf-cub ! " cried Raoul, glad of 
an excuse to end a colloquy in which he gained no 
advantage ; and he abruptly pushed through the brush- 
wood, as if to scare it, though Joan had a strong per- 
suasion that no wolf-cub was there. To her great relief, 
however, she heard his retreating footsteps. 

Presently, Haumette, whose flock was nearer to her 
than she knew of, came up to her and found her crying. 

" Oh ! what is the matter ? " said Haumette. 

" Raoul Cerisier will be so tiresome," sobbed Joan. 
" He persists in asking me to marry him." 

" And have not you said no often enough ? " 

" Often enough ? Why, I mean never to say yes ! " 

" Why should not you say yes ? " said Haumette. 
" On the whole, he is a very good fellpw." 

"A very good fellow would take no for an answer. 
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and speak the truth instead of saying I had promised to 
marry him, which is the greatest falsehood that ever 



was/^ 
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^^ Ah, well ! love leads folks into strange errors, 
said Haumette. ^^ He must love you very much, or he 
would not importune you so/' 

" He says he will have me up to the official at Toul,'* 
said Joan. ^^ I dare say it is only an idle threat ; how- 
ever, I almost hope he may ; because then I shall speak 
right out, before witnesses, and so the matter will end/^ 

" That will be a very unpleasant way of ending it,^^ 
observed Haumette. 

" Not at all,'' said Joan, taking up her distaff with a 
sigh. ^^ I shan't mind it." 

However small Raoul's hope could be that Joan 
would have him after such rough speaking on both 
sides, he resolved to plague her by executing his threat ; 
and, accordingly, on the second morning from their 
meeting, a tawny-coated apparitor, or sumpnour, 
arrived and cited her to appear at Toul. Jacques 
Dare, who was just going to work when the sumpnour 
arrived, was highly indignant at this proceeding, which 
converted him from a lukewarm ally of Raoul's into his 
decided foe. He set Joan upon his horse, and walked 
beside her to Toul. 

Raoul, who was standing at the entrance of the court- 
house, looked rather sheepish when he saw Dare ac- 
companying his daughter, though he could hardly have 
expected him to let her come alone. One or two ac- 
quaintances, who happened to be in the town, followed 
them in to watch the proceedings. 

The official, who was a plain, sensible man, asked 
why the young girl was brought up before him. Raoul, 
with much effrontery, roundly declared she had pro- 
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mised to be his wife, and now refused to ratify her 
promise. 

Joan, having with alacrity taken her oath, deponed 
that she never had made him any promise of the kind, 
and dared him to say where and when. 

Raoul, after many prevarications, thought to turn 
the whole thing into a joke at her expense, and said 
abruptly — 

'^ Why, you said you would marry me when the sky 
should fall ; and, sure, the sky must have fallen in, since 
St. Michael and all angels have dropped out of it ! ^^ 

Joan looked enraged ; but her father and the other 
bystanders burst into a fit of laughter ; and when the 
official had had the joke explained to him, he laughed 
too. 

^' Come, come, my pretty maid,^^ said he, good- 
humouredly, "the young man has given you a Eowlaud 
for your Oliver. You expect him to believe that saints 
have come down from heaven, and he expects you to 
acknowledge that you promised Mm yourself in mar- 
riage. Set one against the other. We will think no 
more of either. You are cleared of the alleged pro- 
mise j and suppose we set things straight by giving him 
your troth now.'' 

But Joan would not hear of such a thing ; and the 
official seeing, by her look, how completely she was in 
earnest, dismissed them all ; advising Baoid to look out 
for a wife somewhere else. 

I know where he might find one,'' thought Joan ; 

and if he ever gives me the opportimity, I will speak 
a friendly word for Haumette." 

The opportunity, however, was not given ; for Baoul, 
who considered himself an ill-used man, never spoke 
another word to her. 
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So Joan was left, duriug the ensuing winter, to the 
undisturbed workings of her inner being ; while, in the 
sight of all, she was spinning, sewing, looking after the 
stock, and performing all the humble duties of her 
little world in as unworldly a spirit as if she were out 
of it. 

She foimd herself listening to voices, that came she 
knew not how or from whence, without surprise or fear. 
They said, or seemed to say, that she must do and 
suflFer great things; they bade her go forth, fearing 
nothing that flesh coidd do unto her, for that she 
should be endued with strength for a certain allotted 
task by power from on high. And when the voices 
ceased, and the mysterious shadowings passed away, 
she used to weep, and beseech that she might be borne 
away with them, and prostrate herself to kiss the 
ground they had hallowed. 

The Ettrick Shepherd has left us some account of 
the hardness of a shepherd^s life in winter ; sometimes 
literally giving his life for the sheep. And Valentine 
Duval has given us a picture of a shepherd^s winter in 
Champagne. In Joan's time. Champagne was not ac- 
counted part of France. It was the debateable border- 
land, and thus a safe-conduct was necessary for a 
traveller in either direction. During this winter of 
1428, jongleurs, pilgrims, pedlars, would sometimes 
stray through Domremy, and bring word how Orleans 
was being encompassed by strong forts, called bastilles. 
And they told how the Earl of Salisbury, reconnoitring 
the city from the top of the bastille called Les Tour- 
nelles, over against the bridge, had met his death from 
a cannon-ball, and had been succeeded in the command 
by Lord Suflblk, who was endeavouring to reduce the 
city by famine. Joan gathered up every disjointed 
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scrap of inteUigence from these chance sources^ and 
went dreamily about, revolving them in her mind. 

Meanwhile, she had as many little nibs and rough- 
nesses in her daily life as heretofore, but she was too 
much pre-occupied to take account of them. At length, 
one day, she went and stood by her father, and pre- 
sently said, — 

" Father, I must go to Chinon.^' 

''And why, Joan ? " said he, startled. 

" To speak to the Dauphin.'^ 
• '' Thou art surely mad ! ^' said he, looking at her 
fixedly. 

" Oh no, dear father, I am not ! The voices tell me 
so. They bid me go.'' 

"They? who?'' 

'' The voices." 

'' Bless my heart and soul ! " said Jacques Dare. 

" You know, father, Orleans is now closer besieged 
than ever. It is the last struggle for the kingdom that 
can be made. If it falls, the English will sweep over 
the land, as the Loire does when it bursts its dykes. 
The Dauphin will be driven for shelter to the moun- 
tains. Yes ! If Orleans falls, we are lost ! " 

" Bless my heart alive ! " ejaculated her father. 

''As long as food can be got within the walls," con- 
tinued Joan, dreamily, "they may hold out; but the 
English are closing them in all round. Tower after 
tower, wall within wall, are hemming them in, and 
when the circle closes they must perish ! " 

Her voice dropped, but every syllable was articulately 
whispered. 

" Joan ! " said Dare, roughly, " rouse yourself ! 
You're dreaming ! You're not yourself ! Don't go on 
talking in this uncomfortable manner ! 
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She passed her hand over her brow, and said quietly, 
with a little sigh, — 

'' What is the matter ? '' 

A great deal is the matter, I think," said Dare. 
You were talking — goodness knows what nonsense— 
about shapes, and voices, aiid such like." 

'^ Ah yes, dear father ! the voices say I must go." 

" Whither, Joan ? " 

" To the Dauphin." 

^^My poor girl, thy wits are wool-gathering. The 
Dauphin, quotha ! Forsooth and forsooth, ye are bent 
on mere folly!" 

" Will you let me go, father ? " 

" In a word — no ! " 

Joan^s eyes filled with tears, but she said no more. 
Thenceforth she drooped, scarcely ate, and sometimes 
shed tears ; but without any complaining. 

One fine frosty morning in January, a middle-aged 
peasant, looking very brisk and cheerful, drove up to 
the house in a country cart, and scrambled out. 

^^ Durand, is^t thou, man ? " cried Zabillet, dropping 
the carrot she was scraping, and throwing her arm 
about his neck. 

^' Aye, aye, Zabillet, ^tis I," replied he, kissing her 
very heartily ; '^ and what will you say when you hear 
that Marguerite is in bed, with a fine healthy little girl?'* 

"Say? why, that I am very glad indeed of it, 
brother ! " 

" IVe come over to know whether you could manage 
to spare Jeannette to us for a few weeks, till my wife 
gets about again." 

" With all my heart," said Zabillet ; " and, in fact, 
I think it will do the girl good, for she has not been 
quite well lately.^ 
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So^ after a good deal of chattering and bustle^ Joan 
was started oflF beside her uncle, jolting along the road 
to Petit Burey, in a cart that was used, for the most 
part, to fetch home calves and hay, or carry twenty or 
thirty bushels of apples and pears to market. She did 
not even wish Haumette good-bye, but she nodded, in 
passing, to Mangette, and called out to her. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

^^ I piCLE/' said Joan one evening, when she had 
^ been with Durand Laxart and his wife about 
six weeks, and thev were all sitting round the fire, the 
mother with her sleeping babe in her arms, '' What is 
the name of the governor of Vaucouleurs ? ^^ 

'^ Sir Robert de Baudricourt,^' replied he ; '^ a right 
brave and noble gentleman/^ 
'^ I want to see him, uncle/' 
'^ YoUy child V^ said they both. 
^^ Uncle, do you believe in dreams and apparitions ?*' 
'^Certainly I do,'' replied he, with simplicity and 
solemnity. ^^ My first wife appeared to me soon after 
her death." 

'^ If I were to say to you, uncle, ' that could not be,' 
what should you reply ? " 

^^ My dear child, I should merely reply that you knew 
nothing at all about it. I know what I know. That 
you have not seen a thing I have seen, is nothing what- 
ever to the purpose." 

^^ That's exactly it ! " exclaimed Joan, joyfully. ''My 
dear uncle, I have had a dream — no, not a dream, but 
a vision, an impression, a manifestation — I do not 
know what to call it ; however, some of the saints from 
heaven have manifestly appeared to me, and have giveu 
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me a mission and a message. That mission^ imcle^ I 
must execute ; that message I must deliver/' 

" Mj dear child, you donH say so ? '* said he, looking 
at her perplexed, and with a certain degree of pleasing 
awe ; but with no incredulity whatever. '^ How have 
they appeared to you, and what have they said ? Has 
it been in this very house ? This is deeply interesting.^' 

Joan simply and earnestly told her tale ; and Durand 
Laxart and his wife believed every word of it. 

'^Dear heart,'' said he, after a thoughtful pause; '^ and 
you have communicated this to your father and mother?" 

'^ Yes, uncle. And they believe it no more than they 
would believe your seeing my aunt." 

''As for that," said Durand Laxart, after another 
pause, '' they might believe it or not ; but I am as sure 
of it myself as that I see you sitting there." 

'' And I am equally sure that I saw the letiche of our 
poor little unbaptised baby," put in Marguerite, who 
was a very credulous simple sort of good creature. 
'' Besides, there was that young man thou knowest ofy 
Durand, who died for love of my sister Jacqueline — 
thou knowest what she saw." 

" As for dying of love, I always thought he died of 
drinking," observed Laxart ; '' but he might do that, 
and yet not lie easy in his grave. Be that how it may, 
I am certain I had a visitation from Annette." 

'' And I am equally certain, uncle, that the blessed 
saints spoke to me as I have told you, and bade me go 
forward without fear. So, to-morrow I must see the 
Sire de Baudricourt." 

" Stop a bit," said Laxart, '' I can improve upon that. 
The Sire de Baudricourt is what I might call a showy 
man : a man to put a young girl out of coimtenance. 
So I will go to him myself." 

£2 
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0\ yes I that will be best/^ said Marguerite. 
You are very kind, uncle/' said Joan, ^^ but I do 
not feel at all afraid of him, and I think it will be better 
for me to go. However, it shall be as you both wish.'' 

So, next morning, good Laxart presented himself 
at the governor's door, and requested to have speech of 
him. After some demur he was admitted. 

Robert de Baudricourt was a man about fifty, who, 
like most nobles of his time, had seen some service. 
Though at present peacefully occupied, his garb par- 
took of the profession of arms — that is to say, he wore 
a quilted red silk doubtlet, called a gambesoon, with 
sword and dagger in his belt. His head was covered 
with a hood cut into a peak behind, beneath the shade 
of which appeared a bronzed, rugged countenance, with 
keen grey eyes and shaggy eyebrows- His large buflF 
leather gloves lay on the table beside him, while he 
was doing something to his hawk's jesses. 

^^Well, old man," said he, rather contemptuously, 
'^ what hast thou to say ?" 

^' (Jreat sir," replied Laxart, with a profound obei- 
sance, " I know well that your lordship is most zealously 
afi'ected to our sovereign lord the king." 

^' Whether you know it or not, is of very little im- 
portance, I think," said De Baudricourt, still at his 
employment. 

'^ The troubles of the times," pursued Durand, ^' call 
for a remedy. Heaven has undertaken his Majesty's 
cause, and spoken by the mouth of blessed saints to a 
young girl of humble origin." 

'' What on earth are you talking about ? " said the 
governor, looking up at him in amaze. 

"My lord, it is even as I say. St. Michael and 
other saints have revealed to a young girl of Domremy 
the means of saving France." 
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'' And what may those means be ? ^' 

''She will herself reveal them^ your lordship con- 
curring, to hi^ grace the King — the Dauphin, I should 
say/^ 

'' His Majesty Charles the Seventh proclaimed him- 
self King of France immediately on his accession. You 
do him slight, therefore, in calling him Dauphin." 

'' Your pardon, gracious sir. Will it please you, then, 
to grant a safe-conduct to my niece to his sacred 
presence ? ^^ 

'' A safe-conduct ? certainly not. What will you ask 
next, I wonder ? " 

'' The saints, my lord, having appeared " 

'' Saints ? nonsense ! Box the girl's ears well, and 
send her back to her parents. Philippe, you may show 
this old man out." 

So poor Laxart speedily found himself in the open air. 
Joan was anxiously awaiting him, at his cottage door, 
though the cold wintry wind cut like a knife. 

'' Well ?" cried she, eagerly, and running up to him, 
as soon as he appeared. 

'' Oh, my dear, it won't do, it won't do, — he won't 
hear of it!" 

"What did he say?" inquired Joan, in great disap- 
pointment. ''Tell me everything that passed. How 
cold you are, dear uncle ! You have taken a chill, — ^let 
me rub your hands. I will warm you a little wine." 

"No, .no, thank you," said Laxart; "and yet, after 
all, I think I will say yes. Oh, my dear ! he is quite 
the man of consequence, — scarce looked up from his 
hawk's jesses all the while I was there, — scarcely heard 
me out, — sneered me to scorn, — gave me a flat denial, 
and sent me packing." 

" I am sorry, indeed, I should have exposed you to 
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such usage/^ said Joan^ sympathisingly ; ^'you know, 
uncle, I wanted to go myself/^ 

^^ My dear, it would have never done, it would have 
never done; there are some things that old folks can 
do better than young ones/^ 

^^ Yes, uncle, and there are some things that young 
folks can do better than old ones. It is not seemly 
that you should be jeered and brow-beaten \ but I have 
made up my mind to all that, — I look upon it as part 
of my regular wages, — as a set-oflF against the honour 
and glory of delivering France. What ! shall I bear 
a message from the saints of heaven to my earthly 
sovereign, and care for the contumely of one of his 
meanest officers ? I am willing to bear the scorn both 
of the governor and of the whole court, if so be I can 
but win my way to the king's ear at last.'^ 

She spoke so intrepidly and with such unaflfected 
earnestness, that Laxart beheld and listened to her 
with reverence. 

^^ Child,^^ said he, ^^ such as you are born to do great 
things. I could no more speak and look like you than 
I could fly like an eagle. If so be, and it so being, that 
you must speak to the king, you have no more to do 
than to speak and look at the governor just as you do 
to me, to turn him round your finger." 

^^ That is just what I hope and think, uncle ; there- 
fore, to-morrow, if it please you, I will go to him 
myself; and meanwhile I will strengthen myself by 
much prayer." 

^^ A girl who gets to her knees as often as you do/* 
said her uncle, " cannot but prosper." 

Accordingly, they both set off for Vaucouleurs the 
next morning, and as they approached the town they 
could hear the bells ringing. 
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" Ah V^ said Joan^ joyfully, ^^ what cheerful sounds ! 
They seem to welcome me. I always so love the soimd 
ofbeUs!^^ 

If the governor's door-keeper had not been a friend 
of Laxart's, it is likely he might not have admitted 
them. As it was, however, their names were carried 
in to De Baudricourt, just as he was deploring the 
king's condition to a noble gentleman named Bertrand 
de Poulengey, and lightly observing what a ridiculous 
visit he had received the previous day from a country- 
man who had come several miles to tell him of a girl 
who could save France. 

'^ As I live, here he is again!'' exclaimed De Baudri- 
court, *^and with the girl in his hand. Let us hear 
what she has to say !" 

" By all means," said De Poulengey ; and Laxart 
and his niece were shown in. Joan's apparel was neat 
and clean, but extremely humble. She still wore the 
red petticoat, which was beginning to be rather thread- 
bare, and a coarse red hood and cape of her mother's 
covered her head and shoulders, because of the incle- 
mency of the season. De Poulengey, resting both 
hands on the hilt of his sword, and sitting a little 
behind the governor, never once took his eyes off 
her. 

Soh ! " said De Baudricourt, looking fixedly at her, 

you are the girl that is to save France. Step forward." 

Joan did so ; and so did Laxart. 

^^ Now then, let's hear all about it." 

My lord " interposed Durand. 

Silence, fellow," said De Baudricourt, imperatively; 

you had your say yesterday. Fall back a little ; if 
you speak again, without being spoken to, I shall desire 
you to withdraw." 
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Joan^s colour heightened a little^ but she remained 
calm and silent. 

^^Now then,^^ said De Baudricourt, fixing his eyes 
piercingly on her. 

^^ Seau sire/^ said she, steadily, '* I am a young girl 
of Domremy. I come to you in the name of the Lord, 
wO tell you that the Dauphin is to take heart and hold 
out ; for that by mid-Lent he shall certainly be delivered. 
The kingdom is not his, but the Lord^s ; and it is the 
Lord^s pleasure that he should hold it for Him.^' 

She crossed her arms on her bosom, and ceased. 

^^Soh!^^ said De Baudricourt, with a little snort, 
after a short silence. '^ That is your message, is it ? 
Is there any more ?^^ 

^^The Dauphin will surely be crowned; and I shall 
see him anointed at Rheims." 

^^ Ho ! pretty weU, I think ! ^^ aside to De Poulengey, 
who replied neither by word, look, nor smile. Then 
turning again to Joan — ^^ Who gave you this message ?^^ 

Her eyes sank a little, and she said, faltering, 

^^ Un vray prud^homme — ^the archangel Michael.^' 

*^ Hum ! that^s fine — any else ? ^^ 

^^ There were two fair ladies with him." 

^^ Oh, indeed ! What were these fair ladies like ? " 

'^ They were like — like fair ladies." 

" Ha ! just so. They stood upon the ground, I 
suppose, like other fair ladies ; or were they up in the 
clouds ? Did they frighten you ? " 

^^ Do you mean the first time ? " 

''Aye." 

" 3' aie eu moult paour de ce " 

''Ha! So I should think. Did you teU the priest ?'' 

" No." 

" Nor your parents ? " 
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'' Yes/' 

'^ What did they say of it ? '' 

^^ They held me in great subjection/' 

^^ Ho ! I think they showed their sense. What is 
your employment ? '' 

*^ I keep sheep/' 

" And in the winter, when the sheep are penned ? " 

^aspin." 

^^ How old are you ? " 

" Eighteen/' 

^' Speak up. Look me in the face." 

She did. 

^' You think yourself a modest girl " 

'^ Sir, will you not let me help the king ? " 

As these simple words burst from her lips, De Pou- 
lengey gave a great sigh, and shifted his position. 
Though he continued to look intently at her, the 
expression of his face entirely changed. Instead of 
merely betokening curiosity and watchfulness, it be- 
spoke sympathy, respect, and affection. It was quite 
otherwise with De Baudricourt, however. 

^^I think," said he, throwing himself back in his 
chair, *^ this is as arrant a piece of nonsense as ever I 
heard. You have beeii dreaming over your sheep and 
your spinning. It bears much less the impress of a 
saint than of the devil. Why did not you tell your 
cur^ of it at the time ? Go, go ; you are an idle girl, 
if not a bad one." 

'^ Beau sire — : — " began Joan. 

'^ Silence,. I say ! I will hear no more nonsense. 
Leave me." 

Durand took her reluctant hand, and led her away, 
dreadfully alarmed at the governor's displeasure. 
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^^ 0\ Joan^ Joan ! ^' said he^ as soon as they were in 
the street, " did not I tell you it would never do ? See 
how terrible is a great man^s frown ! ^' 

'^ Be at case, uncle/' said Joan calmly, '^ his firown 
cannot hurt us. Rough words break no bones; and 
though he may seem a great man to us, maybe he is a 
very little one in the eyes of the king. I am no ways 
discomfited, and fear him less now I have seen him 
than I did before. I shall go to him again to-morrow.^' 

'' To-morrow ? ^' 

'^ Aye, and day by day, till I gain my will of him.** 

'^ Child, child ! this. is mere madness; how am I to 
come here with thee day after day ? 

'^That must not be,^* said Joan; ^^and yet- 

She looked so discomfited that her pitying unde 
said, " If, indeed, there really were need of thy remain- 
ing in Vaucouleurs ^^ 

'^ Oh, indeed there is need of it ! ^' 

'^ Why, then, there is the wife of a worthy charcoal 
seller, who, at a word from me, would give thee a 
lodging.^^ 

'^ Oh, speak the word, then, uncle ! " So to the 
charcoal seller they went. 

Meanwhile, De Poulengey and De Baudricourt were 
comparing impressions. 

^^ My conviction is,'^ said De Poulengey, ^^ that she 
is good and true. Never saw I maid more unblenching.** 

" Tut, tut ! '' said De Baudricourt, '^ she faced it well 
out ; but yet her eye quailed a little, for a moment^ 
before mine. She thought I should not swallow 
St. Michael." 

'^ It may be delusion," said De Poulengey, musing ; 

but, on my life there is no deceit in it." 
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" Then there is the finger of the devil.^' 

^^ Would not he rather take the other side, think 
you ? '^ 

^^ Well, there's some sense in that/' And De Bau- 
dricourt laughed. 

^^ I suppose you believe in the saints ? '' said De Pou- 
lengey, gravely. 

'^ Certes: but not in their appearing to shepherdesses.'' 

^* Not without high cause. But here is high cause." 

^' You believe in the girl, then, De Poulengey ? " 

^^ On my faith, I do ! That is, I believe unequivo- 
cally in her honesty ; and I see no reason to doubt her 
mission." 

Well — ^" and the governor shrugged his shoulders. 
If I were you/' persisted De Poulengey, '^ I should 
let the king hear of it." 

" Who ? I ? No— I cannot do that." 

^^ Wherefore should you not ? Even as an instrument 
to be turtaed to good account ? " 

" Hum ! I did not think of it in that light. Certainly 
others may believe in her, though I do not." 

^^ Mark you, / do ; therefore I am suggesting quite 
an unworthv motive " 

^' Marry, it is quite worthy of its subject," said 
De Baudricourt. ^^ The king would only laugh at me ; 
and I have no mind to be laughed at." 

" No need to be. You need only advise his Majesty 
that a maid of Domremy alleges having had a miracu- 
lous vision, and so forth, without committing yourself." 

" Well," said De Baudricourt, after thinking it over 
a little, ^^I am really more inclined to suppose the 
matter to come from the powers of darkness than of 
light. There can be no harm, I think, in having the 
girl exorcised by the curate." 
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^^ None whatever. Then, if there be an evil spirit in 
her, it will be cast out." 

De Baudricourt summoned a servant to him, and 
then said — 

" Inquire where that young girl lodges." 
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CHAPTER VII. 

BERTRAND DE POULENGEY was as true a 
son of chivalry as ever drew sword ; without fear, 
and without reproach. He was one of the royal 
equerries,* and of noble birth. At this time he seems to 
have been off duty. Whether he had already done his 
sovereign good service in the field, as is highly probable, 
or had chiefly attended at joust and tournament, we 
know not. Certain it is that he had the true spirit of a 
knight-errant, whose sworn duty it was to defend the 
orphan, the widow, the maiden, the poor, the defenceless, 
and the oppressed : to destroy tyranny, and to ensure 
safe travelling. In undertaking Joan^s cause, therefore, 
De Poulengey was fulfilling his devoir under more than 
one of these heads. For the rest, he was a calm, serious, 
dignified-looking man, and his age was thirty-six. 

On leaving Sir Robert de Baudricourt, De Poulengey 
went straight to his intimate friend and companion, 
Jean de Novelompont, commonly called the Sire de 
Metz. This gentleman, like himself, was a noble, but 

* "Nobilis vir, dominus Bertrandus de Poulangeyo, scutifer 
scutif erisB regis Francise : " t.c, escuyer de Vescurie du rot de France, 
or equerry of the king's stable. Such is the rendering kindly 
supplied me by the Secretary of the Society of Antiquaries. 
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apparently had not received knighthood.* There 
were many noble gentlemen of small landed estate^ who 
remained esquires, simply to avoid the expenses of 
knighthood ; and they lost nothing of real power or 
position by this, for they were entitled to lead their 
ifoUowers into action under a penoncele^ as the knight 
led his under a pennon, and the knight-banneret under 
a banner. These independent squires wore silver spurs, 
while those of knights were silver gilt. 

The Sire de Metz was just now leading the life of a 
retired country gentleman, rather chafing at his in- 
action, and amusing his leisure with — 

"the mystere 
Of wood, and of rivere, 
An' tugging of the horpe 
With his nailes sharpe ; " 

— by the mystery of the river being understood, not 
fishing, but hawking for water-fowl. He also tried his 
hand at a lai or sirvente, now and then, though his gift 
in this way was small ; and he was very fond of chess. 
He was accustomed to be a good deal under the 
influence of De Poulengey, the more so for being three 
or four years his junior, and cast pretty much upon him 
for society. To him went De Poulengey, and related 
the curious scene he had witnessed at the govemor'd ; 
adding his conviction that the maiden was worthy to be 
believed, and observing that out of the mouths of babes 
and sucklings the Lord hkd sometimes ordained praise. 

* " The term ' sire ' has nothing to do with knighthood, either 
affirmatively or negatively. It differs from ^seigneur* only in 
being frequently applied to military commanders, whether landed 
or landless.'' I am indebted for this to my uncle, Mr. Serjeant 
Manning. 
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De Metz heard him with wonder: and when De 
Poulengey wound up with, ^^ What should you say if I 
told you I held it a good and wise thing to see this girl 
safe on her journey?^' he burst out laughing, and 
said, " By my faith, I should think you either foolish 
or mad, and I have never been accustomed to consider 
you either/' 

De Poulengey argued that since he had appeared to 
him neither mad nor foolish heretofore, it was possible 
he might not be so now; and talked the matter over 
with him, dispassionately, and yet forcibly, which was 
his usual manner. 

Meanwhile, Laxart, having procured a lodging for 
his niece with his old acquaintance, Catherine le Royer, 
the charcoal seller, took leave of her and departed. 
Catherine le Royer, who was a respectable married 
woman, of about thirty years of age, put a few questions 
to Joan, — who was quiet, and sparing of her words, — '- 
and then returned to her own affairs. Joan spent much 
of her time in prayer, and fiUed up the rest of it in 
spinning for her hostess. 

On the foUowing day, she was preparing to repeat 
her visit to Sir Robert de Baudricourt, when Catherine, 
standing at her door, exclaimed, — 

'^ Maiden, here comes Sire Jean, our curate, in his 
stole, and with him the governor, and sundry other 
persons, and they are making straight for this house/^ 

^' If the governor comes to me, it will save my going 
to him,^^ said Joan, composedly. 

As she spoke, De Baudricourt entered, accompanied 
by the curate, De Poulengey, and De Metz, while a 
little knot of curious bystanders remained outside. 
Catherine looked somewhat alarmed, but Joan did not 
even show surprise. 
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'^ That is the girl/' said Sir Robert, abruptly, to the 
curate, without addressing a word to either of the 
women, and scarcely looking at them. '' Exorcise her 
at once, and let us see what comes of it/' 

The curate, who was rather young and good-tempered 
looking, proceeded to adjure any evil spirit that might 
be in her to come out of her, and any good spirit that 
might be in her to remain where he was.* 

AH this Joan submitted to very calmly ; after which 

she told the governor she hoped he had satisfied himself 

that she was not in league with the powers of darkness. 

All the better for you if you are not," replied he. 

Take heed to give no colour to such a supposition by 

your future conduct/' Saying which he turned on his 

heel, and was followed by all but the Sire de Poulengey. 

^^What did it all mean?'' said Catherine, looking 

bewildered. 

*' Oh ! " said Joan, smiling, " do you not know there 
is an old prophecy that a maid between Colombey and 
Vaucouleurs shall save France ? I am that maid." 

Catherine looked petrified, for she had heard the 
prophecy formerly, but had not connected it with Joan. 
De Poulengey now broke silence. 

'^ Maiden,^' said he, '^ you have well borne the test. 
Do not fear the roughness of the governor : it hia duty 
to be wary, and send the Dauphin no impostor. How- 
ever, I think you will win to him yet; and, as the 
dangers by the road will be great, I offer myself to you 
in all true fealty as your champion, to see you safe to 
the Dauphin," saying which, he kissed the hilt of his 
sword. '' Do you accept me ? " 

• " Quod ipse presbyter apportaverat stolam^ et coram dicto 
capitaneo earn abjuraverat^ dicendo sic quod si esset mala res^ quod 
recederet ab eis, et si bona, veniret juxta ipsos.'' — ProckSf iL 446. 
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Most certainly I do/' said Joan^ colouring with 
pleasure, '' and I thank Heaven for having given me so 
honourable a conductor. Ah ! surely all must go well^ 
since assistance is thus vouchsafed me ! '' 

De Poulengey addressed a few more words to her ; 
but finding her shy and tongue-tied, courteously bent 
his head and relieved her of his presence, thinking her 
the simplest shepherdess in the world, and inly smiling 
to see how little she troubled herself as to who was to 
bear the expenses of travelling, or feared to trust herself 
with one of whom she knew nothing. 

Meanwhile, the curate who had lately exorcised her, 
saw her quietly come into church with her hostess, and 
perform her devotions with the utmost appearance of 
seriousness and piety ; and was thereby impressed in 
her favour. 

On returning to her lodging, Joan met the Sire de 
Metz, who had not yet spoken to her, but who did so 
now as if they were on the best of terms. He had 
been conferring with De Poulengey about her, and was 
curious to hear what she had to say for herself. 
* ^^ Ma mie/^ said he, cheerfully, ^^ what is this you are 
doing here ? Must we not submit to see the king expelled 
from his kingdom, and ourselves becoming English ? '^ 

^' Sir,'' said she, very seriously, '^ I am come to ask 
the Sire de Baudricourt to send me to the Dauphin. 
He has no care for me, nor for any words of mine, but 
yet it is needful that before mid-Lent I should stand in 
the Dauphin's presence, even should I in reaching him 
wear through my feet and have to crawl upon my knees. 
For no one upon this earth, neither king, nor duke, nor 
daughter of the king of Scots,* no one but myself is 

* Th^re was talk at this time of betrotliing the infant son of 
Charles VU. to the daughter of the king of Scots. 
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a[)pointed to recover this realm of France. Yet I voold 
willingly remain to spin by my poor mother, for war 
Mjemn no work for me. But go I must, becmuae my 
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** Whom call you your master ? '' then said De Metz. 

'^Tlic King of Heaven," replied she, reverently. 
" II(! it in who has sent me." 

" Wcll/^ said Dc Metz, holding out his hand to her, 
'^ I Ixflicvc you say true, and I promise you on the fidth 
of a ^(^iitlcmaii, and in the hearing of God, that I will 
hjjid you niywjif before the king. When do you wish 
to begin your journey ? " 

" Sooner now than to-morrow, and sooner to-morrow 
than hitcr,"* re|)lied she. 

" 'I'h(?n5 are several things to be thought of first," 
ngoiiKMl 1)(5 Metz. " Do you mean to go in the clothes 
you have*/ on ? Vou must ride astride a horse for about 
four hundred miles, and those short red petticoats of 
your« anj Hcarc<5ly suitable." 

'* 'I'he voices," replied she, '^ have told me to wear 
th($ garb of a man." 

** Oh, indeed ! " said De Metz, with a sudden move- 
ment of his eyebrows, for this was his first introduction 
to the voices, arid he did not precisely know what to 
think of them. ''And have you any clothes of that 
sort to w(jar ? " 

'' No," said Joan, faltering; for she could not think 
of any one but her uncle likely to lend them her ; and 
a sudden, quick blush, as bright as it was unexpected, 
arose in her face as it occurred to her how absurd she 
would Icxjk in a suit of Laxart's. 

" Never mind," said De Metz, kindly. '' I think 

• " Oitius nunc quam eras, et eras quam post.** — Deposition of 
De Metz. 
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toy page is about your size, and he shall find a suit for 
you. Damsels have gone on adventures disguised as 
pages before now, if books of chivalry lie not/^ 

He then bade her farewell, saying, "Be of good 
courage ; we will soon set forth/^ 

Joan's enterprise was now the talk of the whole town; 
and the inhabitants would have thought themselves 
very badly used if it had come to nothing. More than 
a fortnight passed, during which scarcely a day elapsed 
without her meeting De Poulengey or De Metz in the 
street, and having a little conversation with them, which 
led to no conclusion except that of confirming them in 
the mind that she was as honest, good a girl as ever 
was. Everything she did and said was in the fall light 
of day, and full sight and hearing of the town, which 
was always agape to watch her ; and many, it may be, 
went daily to church, for no better reason than that she 
did. She was continually at the door of the governor, 
who was constantly denied to her; though there is 
reason to think he had already written privately of her 
to the king at Chinon; else, why should a king's 
messenger and archer soon make their appearance? 
This I do not insist on, I think it was so, but you may 
think as you like. 

One day Joan was proceeding, rather depressed, to 
the governor's, attended, as usual, by a body-guard 
of small boys, who fell back, and tumbled over one 
another if she happened to look round, when, on asking 
to see him, she was immediately admitted. 

" Well," said he, with some severity, but without any 
disdain, " what have you to say ? " 

" I come to remind you, sir, that time passes, and 
the country must needs be saved.'^ 

" Why don't you save it, then ? " 

f2 
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Will you give me a safe-conduct to the Dauphin?'' 
Most certainly not. But hark you^ Joan 1 His 
grace the Duke of Lorraine desires to see you^ and has 
sent you a safe-conduct/' 

" Why should he desire to see me ? '' said Joan^ in 
surprise. 

" You can ask him/' said the governor, drily. *' I 
am going to ride over with you ; are you ready f " 

'^ I would willingly go back to my lodging first, sir." 

" Very well ; then be ready in half an hour." 

He turned away from her, and De Metz, who was 
present, came forward and whispered kindly — 

'' Be in no fear ; De Poulengey md I shall attend 
you, and you will find what you want at your lodging.'' 

She did not understand him, but hastened back in 
some trouble, to tell Catherine what she was about to 
do. While they were speaking, a handsome youth of 
sixteen entered, carrying a bundle, which he set down, 
saying, ^' This is for you, damsel," and then departed, 
after giving her a sidelong look of intense curiosity, as 
if he were seeing a giant or dwarf without paying a 
penny. 

Joan darted at the bundle, guessing what it was, and 
hastily opening it, found it contained a sad-coloured 
doublet and hose, with cloak, boots, and spurs, none of 
them new. Catherine was turning them over in rather 
a depreciating spirit, and wondering how Joan could 
bear to see herself in them, when Joan reminded her 
there was no time to lose, and hastily took them into 
the inner room, and began to put them on, rolling her 
hair up into a great knot behind. She had hardly time 
to think how queer the things felt, when Catherine, in 
excitement, cried, '^ Here they come for you," and 
Joan, catching the riding-cloak round her, and pulling 
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the hood a good way over her face, sallied out into 
the broad day, overcome for the moment with shame. 
Jingling spurs, glistening plate armour, and curveting 
horses swam in a mist before her eyes ; De Poulengey 
and De Metz were at her side, and one held the horse, 
while the other set her on it. She righted herself in a 
moment, and was off, with one of them at each side, 
the governor, very grand, in front, and a cluster of 
men-at-arms behind. All the town were in the street ; 
her appearance and dress were eagerly criticised. It 
was vehemently declared that the clothes were not con- 
formable to her desert^, and hung upon her like a 
barber^s towel on his block. A subscription was imme- 
diately agreed upon to buy her a better suit ; and in 
less than a quarter of an hour the top tailor of Yau- 
couleurs was getting her measure of Catherine. 

De Baudricourt had no mercy on the young girl, but 
proceeded to Toul at a hard trot ;* hoping, perhaps, to 
shake her purpose out of her, which had no more effect 
than a fit of sea-sickness on a boy determined to be a 
sailor. Before they were half a mile out of Vaucou- 
leurs, Joan felt perfectly at ease, and she never after •» 
wards felt otherwise, to the end of her short life. She 
asked De Metz if he thought the duke were going to 
send her to the Dauphin. 

'' No,'' said he ; "I believe he only sends for you 
because he hopes you may heal him of his sickness.'' 

'' How can I do that?" said Joan, in wonder. 

'' Through the voices, I suppose," said De Metz, 
drily. 

"It is not their affair," said Joan, with gravity; 
'^ and you must not take their names in vain." 

* Barante says the duke lay dck at Nancy, but the Proems says 
TouL 
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Dc Metz was checked^ and gave a side glance at 
J>c Poulcngey. 

'' Wc had better go baek/' said she; ''this is foDj/^ 

'^No, no!'' said De Poulengej; *'we most go for- 
ward^ or the duke will take it amiss. How know we 
what he ha» to say ?'* 

She continued her route^ therefore^ reluctantly. 

'* Shall I see the duchess f said she^ presently. 

''The duchess does not at present lire at home/' 
Haid I>e Poulcngey^ with a little cough. '^ Her place is 
supplied at present by a lady named Allix de May.^' 

Not another word from Joan. 

On arriving at the palace^ there was much to bewilder 
and overawe her in the stately array of squires^ P^^g^s^ 
and men-at-arms grouped about; but no sign of any 
lady. It occurred to Joan^ however, that, very likely, 
all this splendour wum but a poor shadow of that which 
surrounded the king; without any trepidation, there- 
fore, she followed Sir Robert de Baudricourt, as he 
clanked and jingled along the corridors to the duke's 
bedroom. The duke was propped up with pillows^ and 
looked ashy pale. 

** Is this the girl ?" said he, looking with some sur- 
prise at what he had at first taken for De Baudriconrf s 
page. '' Maiden, I am brought low by mortal sickness ; 
and if thou wilt heal me, ask what thou wilt and I will 
give it thee." 

" Lord duke," replied she, " I grieve from my heart 
that I can only help you by my prayers. If I could 
heal you, I would gladly do so without any guerdon. 
I have no gift of healing, and am only a simple girl 
who has a message to the Dauphin." 

" But surely," said he, anxiously, "the saints who have 
heard you in one matter will hear you in another ?" 
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My prayers/^ replied she, " you shall have, and I 
hope they may be heard; but that is all I can say< 
One thing alone I have been told, and am sure of, — 
that the siege of Orleans shall be raised, and the king 
crowned at Rheims/^ 

'^ Since that is all,'* said he, in disappointment, '^ I 
will not detain you. Gaston, let the young woman be 
suitably compensated for her trouble in coming." On 
which Gaston put his hand into his tasselled pouch, and 
gave her four livres. "I shall rely,^' said the duke, 
" on your keeping your promise of praying for me. — - 
You have, then, nothing else to say?'' 

'^ Only," said Joan, looking full at him, and lowering 
her voice, which, however, was as clear as a bell, " I 
wish you would have back your duchess, and put away 
Mistress AUix." 

De Baudricourt was petrified, and so was Duke 
Charles, who really believed her to speak from imme- 
diate inspiration. 

" You may go," said he, in a hollow voice, '^ you 
may all go, for I am too weak at present to speak any 
more." And away they all went. 

On the whole, De Poulengey and De Metz were well 
pleased with this first proof of their charge. She 
evidently feared neither king nor kaiser while she had 
a message to deliver; and as for her riding, it was 
something wonderful. 

It was quite dark when she reached the door of 
honest Henri le Royer, the charcoal seller, who, smutty 
as he was, came out to receive her, looking much more 
like a dabbler in the black art than she did. Catherine 
followed her to hear the news, and assist her in changing 
her dress; but Joan rolled up her old clothes in a 
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handle, and put them in a ocNrner, njring, " I sludl 
wear them no more till my minion is ended." 

Dnrand Laxart came over, the next morning, fbU of 
mi^[iFings and forebodings, strictly charged faj his 
wife, if by any means it were posnUe, to induce Joan 
to return home. He had already, though scmiewfaat 
tardily, sent word where she was and what she was 
about to her parents, who, he knew, were on their 
road to her, iull of grief. 

Joan no sooner saw him, than, forgetting how strange 
she must look to him in her strange dress, she hastened 
gladly to meet him. 

'' Uncle ! " cried she, '' all is going weU !" 

'^Oh, child !^' exclaimed Laxart, drq^nng into a 
seat, *^ you take my breath away ! What a garb for a 
modest young woman ! Put off, put off those things, 
for thine uncle is actually ashamed to look at thee ! '' 
(This was a figure or trope, for he was looking hard at 
her all the while.) ^* You put me for all the world in 
mind of puss in boots ! Come back with me, come 
back to home and duty, and forget these present wild 
dreams/^ 

^^ Dreams, uncle ? why, the dreams are coming true! 
I should be a disobedient servant if I n^lected my 
Master^s voice ! Go back I cannot, until my errand is 
sped ! Did you note the brave Sire de Poulengey as 
you came up the street ? He and the Sire de Metz 
have sworn on the cross of their swords that they will 
conduct me in safety to the Dauphin, and protect me 
as if I were their own sister ! '' 

^^ Certainly that makes a great difference,^^ said 
Laxart, hesitatingly, " though a wilder scheme '' 

"All that I waut,^' pursued Joan, rapidly, "is a 
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horse ; for these noble gentlemen hare not offered me 
one, nor will the governor — 
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Truly I would not have you beholden to any of 
them for one/' said Durand; "and since they have 
undertaken your safe conduct, which is the principal 
thing, and your apparel, though a worse fit I never 
saw — so thoroughly unbecoming — ^it shall go hard with 
me if I supply not the horse/' 

" I thank you, uncle, with all my heart ; and here 
are four pieces of gold towards it which were given me 
yesterday by Duke Charles/' 

" Duke Charles ? why, how can that be, child ? He 
is sick in bed at Toul." 

"Yes, uncle; but he sent for me, hoping I could 
heal his sickness ; and when I told him I could not, he 
asked for my prayers/' 

" Wonderful ! " exclaimed Laxart. '^ All the grand 
people seem taking you up/' 

" I wish the governor would, but he is deaf to all I 
can say/' 

" No wonder ; it requires great faith to believe in 
you. I can hardly think you are yourself, Joan, in that 
strange, unwomanly dress/' 

" Uncle, the voices bade me wear it/' 

" Did they ? then, truly they were right, if go thou 
must, and it more inclines me to believe in them than 

anything thou hast yet told me Yes," said he, 

after a little thought, " of a surety the voices are in the 
right on't, whichever way we may look at it ; for a poor, 
home-spun shepherdess in red weeds* would needs get 
flouted at court^ and for two young knights to be seen 

• "Pauperibusvestibusrubeis." 
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vagabondising about the country with a woman^ might 
well bring discredit on all three." 

" Uncle, they are not young." 
Oh ! are they not though ? " said he, ironically, 

If they are not, I don^t know what young is. How- 
ever, I shall go out and look after a horse. Here, take 
your four livres : if I borrow of any one, it will not be 
of you. And here come your father and mother ! " 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

DURAND LAXART, as he said this, walked off 
pretty fast in the opposite direction — ^for he did 
not feel equal to the scene he was sure would follow — 
while Jacques and Zabillet, like two respectable Cham- 
pagnois peasants as they were, came trudging down 
the street in heavy sabots, but with heavier hearts. 

^' Let me speak to her first, mother,^' said Jacques. 

'^No, let me speak to her first, father,^^ returned 
Zabillet. ^' Women know women best, and how to 
touch one another up in the tender part ; whereas you 
men come down upon us, like as you might come down 
upon my bare feet with your heavy sabots.^' 

Saying this, she took a quick step or two in ad- 
vance, and entered the charcoal seller^s house first, but 
no sooner perceived Joan, whom at first she took for a 
stranger, than she uttered a little shriek, and stopped 
short, while Jacques stood in the doorway, transfixed. 

" Joan ! Joan ! ^' said Zabillet, in a short, quick 
voice, and with kindling eyes, ^' take those things ofl', I 
say ! Take them off ! '' 

'^ Why, bless my heart and soul, is that you, Joan V 
cried her father. ^^Why, I could not have believed 
my eyes ! Why, what on earth are you about ? ^' 

^^ She's about breaking her father's and mother's 
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hearts^ that she is ! the bad girl ! '' said ZabUlet^ 
barstiDg into a flood of tears. And the poor woman^s 
grief — tike a leaden pipe which has givea way during 
the frosty but only begins to drip when the thaw comes^ 
and presently gushes into a downright stream — ^no 
sooner found an outlet than her eyes began to shed 
rivers of water. 

'^ Little did we think^ Joan ^^ began her father. 

'^ Hush^ father ! permit me/' said 2iabillet^ through 
her sobs. ^^ Joan ! Joan ! thou wast always a duteous 
and obedient child till this matter overturned thy 
reason ; and the end of it will be disgrace to us all/' 

'' Oh, mother ! '' 

^^Yes, miss, disgrace, and misery, and desolation. 
You are set up with high notions, and must consort 
with' the great, I warrant you, and go to kings' palaces, 
where they don't want you, or they would send for you, 
and where, when you get there, they will spurn you 
like the very dust under foot." 

" That is their own aflGedr," said Joan, with spirit, '' I 
have no concern with the reception I may get. AH I 
have to do is to say my message ; and if the Dauphin 
will not obev it, let him look to it ! he stands in his 
own light. Oh, my mother ! woe is me to act contrary 
to you ! and right glad shall I be, when my errand is 
sped, to come home and submit myself to you." 

^^ You'll never come back! Oh, my Joan! thymother'll 
shed salt tears for thee, but thou'lt never see them 1" 

^^ Oh, mother I oh, mother !" . 

'^ Come along, then, come along like a good girl," 
said Jacques, in a quavering voice. '' Put off those un- 
natural things and come along home with us, do ye 
now — ^there's the cart at the town-end, and old Dagobert 
getting a mouthful of hay — ^he's been very down- 
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hearted^ Joan^ since you left us — ^and I'll drive you and 
mother back^ and we^l all be at our own fireside, 
please 6od^ before dark, and the poor boys will be so 
happy I '* Here his voice broke. 

'' Ah I '' said Zabillet, through her tears, '' if you 
could but hear Jacquemin among the corn-sheaves, 
bellowing like a calf ! " 

Though this may seem a forced image to the reader, 
it was a very affecting one to Joan, on whom it had 
devolved to wean the calves by teaching them to lap 
milk with her finger in their mouths, and she had often 
felt most lively pity for the poor cows deprived of their 
offspring. 

'' Oh, my parents ! '* said she, weeping, '' only let 
me have my way this once ! '^ 

" This once ! why, this once will shape all thy ftiture 
life ! '^ exclaimed Zabillet ; '^ and cut it short, too. 
This once, indeed ! '^ 

'' Mother, do you believe in the saints ? I know you 
believe.'^ 

" Oh fie, fie ! donH let us go off to the saints. The 
saints love girls that are obedient to their parents, His 
the first commandment with promise ; and they that do 
not keep it will not live long in the land.'' 

At this moment, Durand Laxart entered, saying, 

'' Niece, I have foimd you a horse " 

''And what should she do with a horse?" cried 
Jacques, turning on him fiercely ; for in truth he was 
glad to find some one to be angry with. "Durand Laxart, 
little did I expect this ill turn of thee, to come canting 
to my house on pretence of wanting Joan to nurse thy 
wife, and then leading her into all this mischief ! " 

Durand looked confounded, and was going to reply, 
when Jacques continued with — 
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" And as to a horse, you might just as well have 
found her a cow or a pig, and just as well would she 
look upon it ; for she has no more notion how to sit a 
horse than a sack of rye or of barley. She never rode 
one but once, and that was when I set her upon old 
Dagobert like a bushel of apples, and had to walk at his 
head the whole way. ^Twas when thou wentest to Toul, 
hussy, thou well rememberest, for breach of promise of 
marriage." 

" But I rode all the way there yesterday, father," 
interposed Joan, ^^ and held the reins all by myself. I 
was not a bit afraid, and the brave Sires De PoTilengey 
and De Metz rode on either side of me, and 'Duke 
Charles spake me fair, and wanted my prayers, and 
gave me these four pieces of money — you may have 
them, mother, if you like." 

^^ Well, to be sure," said Zabillet, wiping her poor, 
smarting eyes, as Joan dropped the money into her lap. 
" And pray what did he give them to you for ?" 

^' For my trouble in going to him." 

'^ And wherefore did you go ? " 

'^ Because he sent for me, with a safe-conduct. And 
the governor himself took me, with ever so many men- 
at-arms." 

'^ Yes, yes," said Durand, in a subdued voice, '' the 
gf and people have all taken her up, and it is the will of 
the Lord, and we must be mute since He has made her 
His mouth-piece." 

" Well, it^s all a mystery and perplexity to me," said 
Zabillet. " Not that I would for an instant controvert 
the will of the Lord, if I knew it to be so. It all seems 
so extraordinary." 

'^•Extraordinary evils require extraordinary cures,*' 
said Laxart, '^ and sometimes get them." 
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^^ Whatevet a live duke^ a reigning potentate, could 
want to see in your round face — " pursued Zabillet, 
ruminating. " Disobedient girls must be at a premium. 
And what, now, might his lordship^s ducal grace say?^^ 
for curiosity was assuaging her sorrow a little. 

^^ He said he was sick and like to die, and wanted to 
know if I could cure him.^^ 

^^ If he had sent to me, now/' said Zabillet, " there 
would have been some sense in it, for there's a many 
things I know how to treat with what grows in the 
fields and hedges; but I thought it was one of the 
privileges of the rich to have a learned doctor whenever 
they liked, whether they were ill or only fanciful, 
without caring for the cost, even if their pills were 
wrapped in gold-leaf. And what, now, might be his 
tjomplaint?'' 

" He did not tell me,'' said Joan. 

" Overeating-and-drinking of his lordship's self, most 
likely," said Jacques, shortly. ^' That's what the rich 
mainly suflPer from — Indisgestigestion." 

" Well," put in Laxart, addressing himself to Joan, 
'^ 'tis no good blinking the matter. I've a good way to 
go home, and a many things to do. I've got you a 
horse, and me and another have made up the price 
between us, for it was a matter of sixteen francs, so I 
hope you'll take care of it, and not break its knees." 

" Oh, thank you, uncle ! " 

'^ What can she want " Jacques was beginning. 

^'And while I was bargaining for it," persisted 
Xaxart, doggedly, ^^that brave gentleman of yours 
came up, that has taken your matter in hand — ^not the 
dark but the light one — ^the Sire de Poulengey, don't 
you call him ? — and he, remembering to have seen me 
come out of this house, asked me what I was about, and 
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whether it had any reference to you; and when he 
found what it was, he was well pleased, and cheapened 
the horse for me by pointing out a little white about 
the knees ; but he said it was a good serviceable horse, 
and more than equal to your apparel, which was of the 
meanest ; and that he had been asking the Sire de Metz 
how he could send you such a suit ; but,, it seems, he, 
the younger squire, had had light things said to him 
by the governor about going wallopping and troUopping 
all over the country with a young woman, which had 
hurted his feelings, and so he was determinated you 
should not be too smart/^ 

*' The things will do very well,^' said Joan, who was 
now blushing painfully at the words Durand had put 
into the governor's mouth — ^though they were entirely 
his own, and quite a free translation of what De Pou- 
lengey had said to him. 

" And he went on,'' continued Durand, '' to speak of 
this extraordinary project ; and truly we may all thank 
Heaven that so discreet and virtuous a gentleman has 
taken the matter in hand, for if he had been some 
young fellow whose character was not worth twopence 
you would have been just as ready to go with him.'' 

" I should not ! " said Joan, indignantly, while 
Jacques inwardly thanked his brother-in-law for this 
hit. 

^'Well," pursued Laxart, "if you get creditably 
through it, it will be more owing to him, I think, than 
to yourself." 

" Is he then so discreet a gentleman as you say? " 
inquired Zabillet, anxiously. 

"Probity itself," replied Durand; "and the other, 
from all I hear, is just such another, though a trifle 
younger. Both are turned thirty." 
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'' Dear me ! thirty is no age at all/^ said Zabillet. 
"I grant you/^ said Laxart, "it's the sense more 
than the age ; but these gentlemen have sense and 
virtue too/' 

" There's some consolation in that/' said Zabillet, 
who was weeping softly; while Joan, with her arm 
about her mother's neck, was shedding rivers of tears 
on her bosom, but without the least noise, or any 
swerving from her purpose. 

" Go on, go on, brother," said Jacques, in a voice as 
weak as his wife's. " Give us all the consolation you 
can by telling us whatever good you know of these 
gentlemen without any romancing. I have not for- 
gotten the dream I had, long years ago, that Joan was 
going along with soldiers, and I did say at the time, 
that, sooner than it should come to pass, I would drown 
her like a kitten; but now the time's come, I don't 
find it so easy." 

And here, making an unfortunate attempt to laugh, 
he only gave a sob. 

"You see," said Durand, soothingly, "that you did 
not know the whole meaning of the dream, and thought 
she was going off with the soldiers in a disreputable 
sort of way, whereas the whole thing is quite respectable, 
and approved by all the town." 

Catherine here made a seasonable diversion by hos- 
pitably saying, "Dinner is now ready, gossips, and I 
hope you will partake of it, for you have come a long 
way, and must needs be hungry." 

"Well, I wondered what it was that made me so 
weak," said Jacques, "and maybe that is the reason. 
So, as you are so pressing, gossip, I don't care if I take 
a mouthful." 

" I'm not a bit hungry," said Zabillet. 

G 
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^'Oh! but you must join us/' said Catherine, "or 
I shall think there is something amiss in the fiEure or the 
invitation. Come, Joan ! come, Laxart V* 

" There's nothing amiss in the flEure, I will undertake 
to say," observed Zabillet ; " for whaf s good enough 
for you, must be good enough for us. I always say, 
what will do for me, ought to do for my guests.'' 

^^ Tes, if they take you by surprise," said Catherine. 
" Otherwise, one would willingly provide a little better." 

" I am sure there is no need in the present instance," 
said Zabillet. So thev all drew about the table, on 
which stood alarge bowl filled with steaming soup ; and 
Catherine summoning in her husband, Henri le Boyer, 
from the charcoal-shed, he came in, looking very black, 
but very good-tempered, with teeth as white as a 
chimney-sweep's. There were but two spoons, which 
were common to them all, and, at starting, there was a 
good deal of old-fashioned politeness, and " you first," 
" no, you first," but hunger soon asserted its dignity, 
and the spoons went briskly round with the precision 
of a military exercise. In those days there was even a 
sentiment attached to eating out of the same plate and 
drinking firom the same cup. I believe knights and 
their ladv-loves were accustomed to do it : I am certain 
it was the rule for a man and his wife. And in the 
Tyrol, even now, peasants may be seen eating out of 
the same bowl with the same spoon. 

Even Joan, who was a remarkably spare eater for so 
healthy-looking a girl, partook of the soup with relish, 
and could not help saying, " How glad the poor people 
in Orleans would be of this ! " 

" Oh, bother Orleans !" said her fstther, bluntly ; on 
which she gave him a look of mild reproof, but said 
nothings feeling the subject had better be left alone. 
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Catherine, filling a cup with wine, passed it round, 
saying, *' This is of last yearns vintage ; give me your 
opinion of it/* So then they all tasted it, and gave their 
opinions ; and a good deal was said of this vintage, and 
other vintages, and vintages in general ; and then they 
got to the pear and apple crop, and then to cherries ; 
and Catherine fetched out an apron-full of apples, and 
handed them round, saying " Eat one of these, it will 
settle your teeth,** and began to chew one herself, in 
a way to show that she, at any rate, had a good, firm 
set. They were attaining a kind of April cheerfulness, 
all the more so that Henri le Royer, having come in 
fresh, stuck to general subjects, when the little window 
of the room was suddenly darkened by several persons 
passing it, and, the next instant, there was an authori- 
tative tap of the knuckles at the house door. 

'^ Come in always,** cried Catherine. 

So the latch was raised, and in walked a deputation 
of six reputable citizens of Vaucouleurs, to wit, the 
butcher, the baker, the candlestick-maker, the armourer, 
the saddler, and the tailor ; who, to Catherine and Henri 
le Royer, were quite among the upper ten thousand. 

All the dinner-party stood up, impressed with an 
awful sense that something uncommon was about to 
happen ; and the tailor, stepping forward towards Joan, 
to whom he bowed, with his feet in the first posi- 
tion, with much oratorical solemnity delivered himself 
thusj — 

'' Virtuous damsel, — ^the tradesmen-citizens of Vau- 
couleurs, conscious of your exalted worth and the lofty 
motives which inspire your present emprize, desire to 
present you with a suitable testimonial of their senti- 
ments, in the shape of a doublet, hose, cape with a 
hood to it, and other appurtenances, which, being made 

G 2 
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of the very best materials^ by my unwortliy self, — we 
hope will fit/' 

To which Joan, receiving the parcel of clothing from 
his hands, replied, with the utmost propriety, — 

" Mr. citizen tailor, and you, ye other citizens and 
respectable tradesmen of Vaucouleurs, — ^it gives me 
unfeigned satisfaction to receive this proof of your 
sympathy ; and I hope, by the blessing of Heaven, to 
show that it has not been thrown away." 

After this exchange of formalities, a general hand- 
shaking and complimenting took place, which amazingly 
impressed all, but especially Zabillet. 

^^ Well,'' said she, with elation, when the deputation 
had retired, " I always said that mine has been a 
remarkable life — I have never known one day what 
would happen the next. Who would have thought, 
husband, that a child of ours should have received an 
honour like this from the chief citizens of a large 
market town ? " 

"Certainly it is a very uncommon proof of the 
interest they take in Joan," said Jacques, looking con- 
siderably pleased ; " and I must say, the confidence they 
evidently repose in her makes me more inclined to 
confide in her myself." 

" Oh, thank you, father ! " said Joan. 

"It may be," said he, tapping her on the cheek 
kindly, " that we old folks have been all wrong with 
our precautions and prudence, for this is a remarkable 
case ; but, in cases in general, mind you, the precautions 
and prudence of old people are all in the right." 

" Oh, yes ; I am quite willing to admit that," said 
Joan. 

" So are we all," echoed Catherine, Henri, and Laxart. 

*' Then, Joan, you baggage, why don't you go and 
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put the things on/' said her father, cheerfully, " that 
we may see how they look ? '* 

" Ah, that is an excellent proposal,'^ said they all ; 
and as Joan was burning to do that very thing, she 
made no objection, but carried the bundle into the 
other room, and shut the door. 

Then the others drew round the fire, and said what 
an extraordinary thing the whole affair was, and what 
an extraordinary girl Joan must be, and all the more so 
for having previously given no signs of being anything 
but ordinary ; and how well she looked, even in the 
shabby suit, though it was best not to let the young 
l>8.ggage know it ; and how odd it was, her not being 
a bit afraid to trust herself with these gentlemen, and 
what guilelessness it showed, and how they hoped and 
prayed the gentlemen would be as good as they seemed, 
and lead her into no evil. And Jacques said, ^^ Well, 
it is sorely against my will that she should go; but 
since she will, why, let us hope the Dauphin will believe 
in her as much as his noble squires do ; and there's an 
end on't/' 

No, there's not an end on't there," said Laxart ; 

because if she carries the Dauphin right through, and, 
gets him anointed at Rheims before the English prince 
is crowned at Paris, why, she saves her country, and will 
return covered with glory ! " 

"I know not how it should be, brother," said 
Jacques, "but somehow I seem to care less about 
saving my country than saving my daughter Joan." 

"Why, that's right and natural ! " exclaimed both 
the women. 

" Only, if everybody did so with regard to their sons 
and daughters," said Laxart, " what would become of 
the country ? " 
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^^ That^s past my answering,'' said Jacqoes. ** Bnt, 
mother^ what a time the giri is dressing herself! Do 
remind her we cannot stay here all night ! '' 

Zabillet went in to her; bnt presently letamed 

saying,— 

'^ She has the clothes on already, bnt says she cannot 
come in, she is so much ashamed/' 

^^ Ashamed ! I like that ! " said Jacques, with a 
snort, while Durand burst out laughing. " Why, have 
not we seen the jade in her other suit already ? As to 
being ashamed, she should have thought of that before. 
How on earth does she mean to face the Dauphin and 
all his court, if she is afraid of her old father and 
uncle ? '' 

Just then, looking over his shoulder, he saw Joan 
standing in the doorway, with very downcast look, bnt 
having otherwise mucli the appearance of a steady young 
page. Her father, laughing with surprise and delight, 
bade her come nearer ; instead of which, she retreated 
again out of sight, and was followed by her mother and 
Catherine, who turned her about like a chicken before 
the fire, and came to the satisfactory conclusion that, 
on the whole, it was a much more proper dress for such 
a journey than any other would be. 

Zabillet gave her sundry sage counsels, some of which 
were afterwards of great use to her ; and it was now 
time for the parents and daughter to take leave of one 
another, which they did with a good deal of crying all 
round. Finally, the whole party walked down the town 
to see the worthy couple ofl'. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A KING* S messenger, named Colet de Vienne, at- 
tended by an archer, now arrived from Chinon, 
and had a private conference with the governor; in 
consequence of which, the next time Joan presented 
herself, he said to her, somewhat ungraciously — 

" You may go, since you will, under the conduct of 
this man, who will see you safely to Chinon. Are you 
ready for the journey ? '' 

" Yes, sir,'' said Joan ; " my friends have supplied 
me with a horse/' 

" Go then," said he, " happen what may ! " 

And he gave her a sword of no great value. The 
king's messenger followed her out, and said drily, 
'' Maiden, I await your orders." 

" I must first take counsel," replied Joan, '' with the 
Sire de Metz and the Sire de Poulengey, who have 
undertaken to accompany me." 

" Oh, indeed ! " said the king's messenger, who 
seemed favourably impressed by the information. At 
the same instant Bertrand de Poulengey, coming up to 
them, said to Joan, with a smile — 
I see you have a sword." 
Yes, sir," said she ; '^ but I hope never to take a 
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life with it. The governor gave it me, and bade me go 
forward, happen what might. Moreover, he said this 
messenger would take me to the king.^' 

" I have already spoken to the governor, and also 
with the Sire de Metz,^^ said De Poulengey, " and all 
is arranged for our starting at break of day to-morrow. 
Be ready, therefore, and of stout heart, for the way 
is long, tlie country swarming with Burgundians, the 
rivers swollen, and we shall have to traverse ways where 
there are neither roads nor bridges.'^ 

^' Fear not for me, beau sire,^' replied she, cheerfully. 
^' I have no fear for myself.'' 

Her simple preparations were soon made, for a small 
saddle-bag contained all she took with her. The tailor 
who had made her clothes, and was proud of their fit, 
readily undertook to write a few lines, at her dictation, 
to hey parents, telling them she was on the point of 
starting, and begging them to remember her in their 
prayers. Laxart, who was again in the town, promised 
the note should be safely delivered. 

*^The curate,'' said she, ^^ will read it to them." 

It was a dark, wintry morning, February 13, 1429, 
when the little party left Vaucouleurs. It consisted of 
Joan, De Poulengey, De Metz, Colet de Vienne, 
llichard the archer, and two pages. The Sires were 
fully armed ; and " perhaps never," says Charles Mills, 
^* was armour more beautiful than in those days of 
chivalry, when France was one vast tilting-ground for 
the culled and choice-drawn cavaliers of the two mighty 
monarchies of Europe. It was equally removed from 
the gloomy sternness of chain- mail, and the elaborate 
frippery of embossed steel." Esquires, however, had 
nothing more than a simple coat of mail, without hood 
or hose, though their rank in nobility might equal that 
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of the knights:* and for prudential reasons our Sires 
were willing that their course should not be betrayed to 
watchful foes by the glitter of polished steel among the 
leafless trees. Early as they started, there was a 
cluster of bystanders to wish them good speed ; and 
more than one mother of a family looked wistfully 
after the young girl who, though of robust make^ 
appeareJ so small and slender on her high horse, 
riding between the two tall, strong-built men. 

So now they were oflf — she could hardly believe it ! 
''The desire accomplished is sweet to the soul,^' said 
the wise king ; and hers was now fairly on the road to 
its accomplishment. Serena, between Sir Calepine and 
Sir Calidore, was not more content. Now and then, 
one or the other of her champions gave her a word of 
advice, which she obeyed with great quickness ; but she 
sat her horse so well and fearlessly, that they soon 
began to talk to one another about the state of the 
countrv, and she could not do better than listen. De 
Metz spoke virulently of the English as invaders ; and 
De Poulengey temperately observed how, in long-past 
times, the Normans had been the aggressors, and 
annexed the whole realm of England to their duchy ; 
and he described how the English hated them, and 
were subjugated by them, which was all new to Joan. 
And he went on to tell how King John of England 
shamefully lost all his French possessions that had 
come to him by lawful inheritance, and how our 
national honour thereby incurred a stain which his suc- 
cessors were impelled to wipe out. De Metz here 
observed that our Henry the Third and Edward the 
First and Second did not do much towards it. 

• Mills's "ffist. of Chiv.," i. 100, 108. 
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De Poulengey replied, no; Edward the Second played 
into the hands of the French hy weakly consenting to 
do homage in the person of his son for his French pos- 
sessions ; and that it was not surprising that the young 
prince, when he became Edward the Third, should show 
more spirit, and even seek the crown of France in right 
of his mother ; but that was no reason why he should 
get it, and, as it was, he got a good deal morfi than it 
was well for him to have. Imperium in imperio was a 
bad thing for any country; people that spoke different 
languages would never, in reality, be brothers, though 
they might be friends. 

De Metz scoffed at the thought; and then De 
Poulengey went on to observe that Henry the Fifth of 
England, to divert his own subjects from strife among 
themselves, must needs send troops over to the Duke of 
£urgundy, which was as impertinent as meddling between 
master and man; for those proud, ovei^rown dukes 
vjere subjects, whatever they might think of it. And 
he went on in a desultory way, touching up all the 
dukes, one after another, more brielBy than Barante has 
done — all of which, as De Metz was very likely to 
know it already, may have been for the benefit of Joan. 

But when they began to talk of the murders, first of 
the Duke of Orleans and then of the Duke of Burgundy^ 
leaving the quarrel to their respective sons, they were 
getting to events which they themselves, indeed, coxdd 
not remember, but which their fathers had witnessed^ 
and of which they could speak with animation and 
detail. And they traced the rise and progress of this 
present war, and how, on the death of our Henry the Fifths 
his son, though yet an infant, seemed to have every 
advantage on his side, the whole power of England at 
his command, soldiers, inured to warfare and accus* 
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tomed to victory, and generals such as France, alas ! 
could not boast — mastery not only of Guienne, but of 
Paris, and of almost all the northern provinces. 

" But,'' said De Poulengey, " our sovereign, as the 
English know in their hearts, is the true and undoubted 
heir of the monarchy, whatever steps may have been 
taken to set him aside. He has the loyalty of his 
nobles, his soldiers, and the mass of the people to count 
upon, and God will protect the right ! '* Saying which 
he looked at Joan, and smiled. 

''The odds would not be so against us,** said De 
Metz, abruptly, " if it were not for Philip of Burgundy. 
Of the English themselves, were we fairly matched, I 
should have no fear.** 

''There is immense force in them, however,** said 
De Poulengey. "Look at their Sire Talbot, Sire 
Fastolfe, and Sire Glacidas ! * I am, however, in great 
hope that the provisions which Sire Fastolfe is even 
now endeavouring to convey to his famishing troops 
from Paris, may be intercepted by the strong party we 
have waiting for him at Rocroi.** 

This was spoken the day after the famous " battle of 
the herrings,** in which our Fastolfe was victorious and 
the French were completely defeated. 

"Should the good cheer,** added De Poulengey, 
" which Sire Fastolfe has provided for his own men, be 
whipped up by Dimois and Saintrailles, and carried into 
Orleans, it will be acceptable enough there, for they are 
now reduced to such desperate straits, that if our young 
maiden here,** looking at Joan, "does indeed save 
them, it can hardly be by anything short of a miracle.'* 

De Metz's countenance here became a little troubled ; 
and presently, taking advantage of the narrowing of 

• Sir William Gladsdale. 
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the by-road, he rode on a few paces in advance. De 
Poulengey, continuing beside Joan, endeavoured to 
converse with her ; but finding her shy and silent, he 
presently rode on to De Metz, leaving her to herself. 

'^ What troubled you just now ? '^ said he to him. 
" I saw by your looks that you were discomposed.'^ 

"Pray Heaven," said De Metz, in a low voice, 
glancing over his shoulder as he spoke, ''that the 
maiden mav be honest and true." 

" What doubt is there of it ? " said De Poulengey, 
in surprise. "I, at least, have none; and I thought 
you had not." 

'^ Nor had I ; but yet — supposing all should not be 
right " 

" Why should we suppose so ? " said De Poulengey. 

De Metz only screwed up his face into an incompre- 
hensible expression. 

'^ You should have thought of this before," said De 
Poulengey, impatiently. " It is too late now to enter- 
tain suspicions ; you are embarked in the enterprise and 
must make the best of it. For my part, I think your 
doubts are injurious. See, we are coming to a river." 

And, turning about, he took Joan^s rein and guided 
her horse as they dashed through the water, which 
proved rapid and deep. The excitement of the passage 
did them all good. De Poulengey began to relate an 
accident that had occurred to him in attempting to 
ford a river, which swept him down the current, and 
De Metz capped the story with another and amother, 
apparently forgetful of his late suspicions. They slept 
at the Abbey of St. Urbain the first night, where they 
heard that many disorderly bands were abroad. Next 
morning, they plunged into a thick wood, with nothing 
deserving the name of a road through it, only a couple 
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of ruts, full of water, which led them a devious course, 
sometimes under huge trees, with low sweeping hori- 
zontal branches, that made them stoop to their horses* 
necks to avoid the fate of Absalom \ sometimes leading 
to open glades, where the woodmen had piled stacks of 
fire-wood. This forest harboured wolves and wild- 
boars, besides affording shelter to numerous bands 
of marauders. De Metz had wild stories to tell of 
Aimerigot Marcel and Geoffroi Tete-noir — two noto- 
rious freebooters of the past generation. 

"As for Tete-noir,*' said he, 'Mie was a desperate 
fellow, who knew neither fear nor pity, and would put 
a knight or squire to death as soon as a peasant. He 
had a gang of four hundred men, who received their 
regular wages, paid by him monthly; and he held in 
his castle a kind of open market, where goods and 
furniture, cloth of Brussels, peltry, and mercery, with 
iron and steel ware, leather and other commodities 
were to be found as plentifully as in Paris. We need 
not ask how they were got ! His castle was victualled 
for a seven years* siege. He was in the pay of the 
English, the rascal ! and yet he preyed now and then 
upon them as well as on us, which makes one almost 
forgive him.** 

De Poulengey laughed. "It was well,** said he, 
" that when the war was over, our nobles and knights 
united to put down these villains, and besiege them in 
their strongholds. It is much to be feared there will 
be the same thing to do at the end of the present war.** 

"It would have been a hard matter,** pursued De Metz, 
"to bring Tete-noir to terms, had be not, in heading 
a sally, received a cross-bow shot in the face. The 
old rogue, finding it likely to prove mortal, called his 
men to him. 'In y6nder chest,* said he, 'are thirty 
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thoasand marks. I will give them according to my con- 
i»cience. I leave fifteen hundred marks to St. Geoi^s 
chapel in this castle, two thoasand to the good woman 
who is tending me, and the rest ye may eqnaUy divide 
if ye be so minded ; bat if not — ^why, there stands an 
axe, break open the coffer, my lads, and get each what 
Tou can ! ' Ha, ha, ha ! Did yon ever hear that 
licfore ? " 

'' Xo, I never did,'* said De Poalengey. ^^ It is a 
very good story, and sonnds like a trne one." 

Here a rushing was heard through the woods, which 
brought them to a pause ; but it proved to be only 
a herd of deer. 

" He was bought off by bribery at last,*' resnmed 
De Metz, ^^ and prevailed on by a good round sum to 
try an honest life ; but it went hard with him. ^ Ah I ' 
said he, sighing over the retrospect, 'to rob and to 
pillage was, all things considered, a right pleasant life ! 
Sirs, there is no sport or glory in this world that is to 
compare with it. Sure, what a joy it was to ride out 
for whatever might turn up, and fall in, it might be, 
with a rich prior or merchant, or a string of mules of 
Montpelier, of Narbonne, of Toulouse, or of Carcassone, 
laden with Brussels cloth, or with furs, coming from 
the fairs, or with spices coming from Damascus or 
Alexandria. Whatever we met, all was ours, or else 
ransomed at our pleasure.^ The old villain ! It was 
not likely such as he should die in his bed. He met 
the end he deserved." 

The short day was now rapidly decliniug, and as they 
skirted an exhausted quarry, they came upon a hermitage, 
scooped in the rock, with a little chapel beside it. The 
king's messenger rode up to De Poulengey and said — 

'' Beau sire, I noted this place as I came, and you 
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will find it the best lodging for the night within reach. 
The hermit is dead and buried, and everything within 
remains much as he left it. There is the chapel for the 
damsel, and the cell for yourselves, while we men can 
make shift to bestow the horses in the cow-house, and 
lie there ourselves, or in the dairy/' 

'^ This seems a providential arrangement, said De Pou- 
lengey ; " but how shall we do for our supper ? *' 

" Be at no care for that, beau sire,** said the mes- 
senger, " for Richard the archer has brought two loaves 
and two bottles of wine, and there are chestnuts in 
plenty, and, I think, some mouldy cheese in the her- 
mitage cupboard, and enow of hay in the rack for all 
our horses/* 

'' That will do rarely,** said De Metz ; " cheese is 
none the worse for being mouldy. You may bring us a 
bottle of wine, and one of the loaves, and the Sire 
de Poulengey and I will drink to the hermit*s memory 
in the cell, while the maid prays for his soul in the 
chapel. Bring us a faggot or two that we may have a 
good fire ; but mind you close the shutters, that the 
light betray us not.** 

Joan having supped temperately, according to her 
wont, betook herself to the chapel, where she placed one 
or two rough pieces of furniture against the door to 
barricade herself in, and then went to her devotions — 
after which she lay down to sleep, in her clothes, which, 
it may be here observed, she continued to do through- 
out her long journey, according to her mother's express 
desire. 

The two Sires, meantime, were growing confidential 
and cosy under the genial influence of the cheerful wood 
fire, which, however, they had not fuel enough to keep 
up very long. De Metz began by saying in a low voice 
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— '' De Poulenger, I don't tlimk there's much in thit 
girl.- 

^^Yon seemed to think there was mnch and too 
much in her, at one time yesterday/' obseiTed Dc 

Poulengey. 

*' But apart from sorcery, I mean ; she has yeiy 
little to sav/' 

*^ And therefore shows her sense in saying little, in 
my opinion/' said De Poulengey. '^ What could she 
liave to talk about except sheep and goats ? " 

^^ Supix>8ing she should turn shy before the ting, 
though, De Poulengey; it will put you and me in a 
very awkward position." 

" Do not let us trouble ourselves with any suppo- 
sitions of the kind," said De Poulengey. " He has 
hcnt for her himself, under the rose, not through you 
and me, but De Baudricourt ; and I shrewdly suspect 
(iuecn Yolante may have put Duke Charles up to 
sending for the maid on pretence of wanting her assist- 
ance, for the purpose of seeing what she really was, and 
whether she laid claim to any miraculous powers or 
not/' 

''It may have been so," said De Metz, musing. 
" (/crtcH, she conducted herself on that occasion in a 
way no one could have reckoned on. De Baudricourt 
said he was never so struck dumb in his life. I hope 
she will not make you and me feel so silly." 

'' Have no fear of it," said De Poulengey, who, how- 
ever, did not relish the suggestion. After a pause — 
" By the way, De Metz," said he, still in a cautious 
undertone, " there is one thing which has much sur-. 
prised me respecting yourself." 

'' What is it ? " said De Metz, all attention. 

" You know," said De Poulengey, " the irreparable 



Nobly Won. 97 

wound my affections received in the lamentable death 
of the Lady Adelise, rendered it impossible for me ever 
again to entertain the thought of marriage ; but I must 
say I marvel that you, who have never sustained such 
a blight, should persist in remaining a bachelor/' 

" That's a sore subject, my friend,'' said De Metz, 
biting his lip, " and Rosaure de St. Vidal has to answer 
for it. You know that a year or two ago she was the 
loveliest girl at court. Well, I wore her favour, I won 
her grace, and we were on the very brink of bringing 
things to a conclusion, when she had the impertinence 
to ask me what were my testamentary dispositions." 

'' A very odd question for a young lady," said De 
Poulengey. 

"Very," said De Metz. "So mercenary, you 
know." 

" And did you break with her upon that ? " 

" For no other reason." 

" Well, that was rather a strong measure." 

"I'm always hot and quick. It's my nature. I 
cannot be as calm as you." 

" Still, if your heart had really been bestowed — " 

" I took it back again. For a girl in her teens to 
be considering what she should get if I died, caused a 
revulsion in my feelings." 

" It was very strange, certainly," said De Poulengey. 
" What could put such a thing in her head, I wonder?" 

" She said every man ought to care for the welfare 
of others, as much after his death as before it ; and 
that therefore, every man who had anything to leave, 
ought to make his will, especially on the point of 
marriage, and in such imsettled times." 

" There was a good deal of truth in that, De Metz." 

" Yes ; but from such a quarter ! " 

H 
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^^ Might not you have yielded the point ? " 
^^ I told her I had an aversion to making my will 
while I was well^ and likely to continue so. I might 
as well order my coffin ; as I should be sure to want it 
some time or other. She laughed, which I thought 
unfeeling ; and said making my will would bring me 
no nearer to death. I thought she must want a 
pretence to break with me, and had found a very un- 
seemly one ; so I returned her letters and favours, and 
made my bow.'^ 

^^ And came down to sulk at Vaucouleurs/' 
^' As for sulking — I knew she wanted me to dis- 
tinguish myself and win my golden spurs, and that I 
could not annoy her more than by sinking into a mere 
country gentleman. I would not go to court now, if I 
had not ascertained that she is safe in her father^s old 
fastness in Auvergne. But our fire is just out, and we 
shall be in the dark, so we may as well betake ourselves 
to the hermit's bed of dried leaves/^ 

^^ Well," said De Poulengey, ^^ it is a strange story.*' 
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CHAPTER X. 

RICHARD the archer, being so superfluous as to 
think he would walk round the premises and see all 
was right, entangled his foot in the rope of the hermit^s 
bell, and gave a sudden toll which startled every one from 
their sleep, and frightened himself as much as any one, 
because at the same time he heard a rush from the im- 
mediate neighbourhood of the hermitage of what he 
took to be a pack of wolves. He got a sound rating 
for his pains, and turned into the cow-house rather 
sheepishly; it being the apprehension of the whole 
party that this noisy proclamation of their whereabouts 
would draw on them the very danger they sought to 
avoid. 

In spite of this, they were soon fast asleep again: 
but, a little before day, Colet de Vienne, the king^s 
messenger, was awakened by what seemed to be the 
tramp of a considerable body of men, who by their 
irregular march and imruly voices he judged to be no 
honester than they should be, and there seemed to be a 
few horsemen among them, for he heard a horse neigh. 
He listened in the utmost anxiety lest they should 
come up to the hermitage, but in the extreme darkness 
they overlooked it and passed onward, one of them 

H 2 
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audibly saying, ^^ It cannot be but that we shall overtake 
them." 

As soon as they were quite gone, Colet de Vienne 
went to the two gentlemen and said to them^ ''Fair 
sirs, I regret to tell you there are loose livers in the 
wood, who, if we are unwary, may endanger our safety. 
About a couple of hundred, as I should think, passed 
close by us just now, and I conclude them to be looking 
for us, since I heard one of them say, ' It cannot be 
but that we shall overtake them.^ If they be mere 
routiers, they will be glad enough to make you pay 
heavy ransom for your liberties ; and if they be Bur- 
gundians, who have got wind of the Maid's pretensions, 
they will give you no liberty on any terms. Wherefore 
my counsel is, that, without waiting for the sun, we 
should steal off as soon as we can dimly discern our 
way — not by the road we intended, which would bring 
us on their heels, but by a circuit of a few miles through 
the wood." 

The Sire de Poulengey reflected a little, and then 
said, — 

" Since the troop, as you tell us, is so numerous, it 
will be no cowardice, but mere prudence, to do as you 
say ; only let us beware of going far astray and coming 
back again to the same place ; for though I have been 
hereabouts before, it was long ago." 

"Richard the archer," replied Colet de Vienne, 
" knows the wood well, and says he can guide us." 

" Let him take the lead, then, in Heaven's name," 
said De Poulengey; "and the sooner we are in the sadcUe 
the better." 

They all mounted therefore, while it was yet barely 
light, and the air felt chill and raw, Bichard the archer 
leading the way over slippery, uneven ground, and 
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under sweeping branches which required the most 
careful riding. 

After about an hour thus spent in perfect silence, 
Richard the archer came to a dead stop, and said, — 
" Faith, I believe I have lost the way after all/' 
"Then thou deservest to have thy fool's pate well 
belaboured," said De Metz, indignantly. 

^'That won't mend matters," said De Poulengey, 
softly ; and they were all at a standstill, thinking which 
way they should go, when Joan exclaimed, joyfully, — 
" Hark ! there are church bells ! " 
^^ Oh, then all's right," said the archer, plunging 
again into the wood; and the rest followed blindly after 
him, trusting he had recovered the scent. 

I hope we shall be in time for prayers !" said Joan. 
Prayers ! " cried De Metz, very wrathily, *^ we have 
other fish to fry than to pull up at every church door 
for prayers, I can tell you ! Why, you might have 
prayed in the hermitage chapel all night, if it had been 
your pleasure ! Prayers, indeed ! — bless my heart ! " 
and he rode on in advance very crustily. De Poulengey 
presently joined him ; . while Joan prayed silently that 
they might all be safely delivered. 

" Where's that girl ? " said De Metz, looking back. 
^' Oh ! out of earshot. De Poulengey, I begin to be sick 
and tired of this job." 

^' What, already ? " said De Poulengey. 
"What do you mean by already?" said De Metz, 
testily. " I mind dangers and difficulties as little as any 
man when I see my course clear ; but as to this busi- 
ness, I tell you plainly, I have my misgivings. I had 
most incomprehensible dreams in that old hermitage 
last night, and whatever they might portend, I think 
they boded no good." 
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'^ Pooh/ pooh/' said De Poulengey, "the hermit's 
bed was full of fleas^ and kept me awake^ which was 
worse than yonr dreaming even that the hermit himself 
came and gave you cold pig. You are travelling on an 
empty stomachy which does not agree with you ; but all 
these fumes and vapours will be dispelled when you get 
something to eat/' 

" One would think we knew exactly when that would 
be, to hear you talk/' said De Metz ; " and besides, I 
am not quite a slave to my meals, I hope. But, I own, 
it does try a man's temper to be wandering hither and 
thither, in this way, after a booby that does not know 
a weasel from a stoat." 

" Oh, yes, I do, beau sire," said Richard the archer, 
who could not silently lie under this gross imputation ; 
" he has the longer tail, and a tip of black at the end 
of it." 

De Metz laughed, called him a saucy ape, and bade 
him go forward, out of hearing of his betters. 

"De Poulengey," resumed he, presently, in a 
troubled voice, " when I looked round at that girl just 
now, her lips were muttering like this, — ^ num, num, 
num — ' Now, why should she be talking to herself?" 

" Probably at her prayers," suggested De Poulengey. 

" Saying her prayers at proper times and seasons is 
one thing," said De Metz ; " but to be always at them, 
in season or out of season, is another, and I own I don't 
like it. How do we know she is not saying them back- 
wards ? If I had good reason to think her a witch or 
a sorceress, I should be tempted to pitch her down the 
next stone-quarry, or, at any rate, leave her here in the 
wood to shift for herself." 

"Ay, but luckily you have no good reason," said 
De Poulengey ; " and I really think, De Metz, if you 
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yourself would just say over six Paternosters, and as 
many Credos, we should very likely at the end of that 
time find ourselves out of the wood/^ 

De Metz made a face; but just at that instant Richard 
the archer cried out — 

''Be of good cheer, sirs, we are in the right 
track/' 

'' There ! '' said De Poulengey, laughing, " you see 
the very proposal for it brought us through/' 

De Metz did not answer, but spurred forward, and 
suddenly they all came out on the brink of the table- 
land on which grew the wood, and saw, down below 
them, a wide tract of country, a great deal of it under 
water, and covered in other parts with dense woods ; 
while in a clearing just beneath them was a small 
hamlet and a village inn, before which they could 
plainly discern lounging a good many men, both horse 
and foot, some of whom were in plate-armour that 
flashed in the sun. 

Colet de Vi«Mie said, '' Rely on it, fair sirs, those are 
some of the men who passed the hermitage, and that 
ethers of them are hanging about. Although I see a 
knight's pennon among them, I doubt their honest 
intentions; and my advice therefore is, that we keep 
on this table-land, under cover of the wood." 

Accordingly, they all turned into the wood again, to 
the secret annoyance of De Metz, who would gladly 
have had his breakfast. The archer still led the wav, 
and soon brought them to a forest glade, whereon stood 
a neat woodman's hut, with a stone abreuvoir for horses 
beside it. De Metz gladly exclaimed, " Here is a place 
at which we may bait," and, riding up to the door; 
loudly called out, " House ! " which was answered by a 
shrill scream from within. 



I04 A Ncble Purpose 

^^ Husband ! oh, husband ! the Bm^nndians are upcm 
us ! ^' a poor woman exclaimed, wringing her hands. 

^^ Peace, you silly woman ! we are no Burgondians, 
but Armagnacs/' said the archer, going into the house, 
'' and are on the king's service." On which the poor 
woman^s fears were allayed ; and when she found what 
they wanted, she gladly gave them refreshment ; for she 
had just milked her cow and drawn a batch of hot loaves 
from the oven. 

She was very kind to Joan, and said to her, ''I see 
you are a woman, for your long hair has escaped from 
your hood;" and she took her into another room to 
wash her face and bind her hair; and told her she 
must not be surprised at her fear of the Buigundians, 
for they had carried oflF her only son. ^' And my little 
girl," said she, " was devoured by the wolves." The 
poor woman cried when she «aid this, and Joan com- 
forted her, kissed her, and prayed for her. 

The woodman came in, and said the forest was 
swarming with routiers; so it was then decided that 
the travellers should remain where they were till dusk, 
and then slip away under cover of the dark ; and the 
woodman^s wife was glad of their company, for she 
said they protected her, and she led a lonely life. She 
dressed them a good plain dinner; and towards dusk 
the woodman came in and said, ^'The coast is dear 
now, and I will start you on your way." So he led 
them through the woods till the moon was up, and 
then bade them good night. Before they separated, 
there passed them a long file of wolves, silently trotting 
one after another with their muzzles to the ground; 
but whatever mischief they were after, they did not 
offer to attack them. Joan had found a subject on 
which she could speak at last; for when De Metz asked 



Nobly Won. 105 

Ler if she were frightened, she said No; and she told 
him several wolf-stories current in her neighbourhood, 
which greatly interested him. But what most cheered 
his fancy was the legend of the were-wolf, which could 
assume the form of a man at pleasure. 

Thus they rode on, hour after hour, as long as the 
moon was up. But when the moon had set, the night 
became so dark that it was no good to go on, for they 
only got entangled in the trees. Then De Poulengey 
and De Metz had a little consultation; and then 
De Poulengey commanded a halt, and that the horses 
should be tethered round them while they rested, and 
one man should play sentinel while the rest slept. 
Then said De Metz to Joan, ^^ Maid, seat yourself with 
your back against this tree. You may keep awake or 
go to sleep, whichever you like, for it concerns no one 
but yourself; but the Sire de Poulengey and I are 
going to be on either side of you, and if the wolves 
come, they will eat us first,'' saying which, he cast 
himself on the ground, and was, or seemed to be, asleep 
in a moment ; and De Poulengey followed his example, 
only keeping awake long enough to say his prayers. 
Joan was grave, but not frightened, and addressed 
herself with great seriousness to her devotions. She 
remained awake, thus employed, a great deal longer 
than the others ; but at length she too was overcome by 
weariness, and fell into a light sleep. Colet de Vienne, 
pacing his rounds, kept his eyes and ears open, so that 
the very grass could not grow without his seeing and 
hearing it. When two or three hours had thus passed, 
day began to dawn ; and De Metz, waking with a start, 
cried, " Hallo, where am I ? This is even worse than 
the hermit's cell." 

The others started up at the sound of his voice, and 
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were soon in the saddles, feeling stiff and imre&eahed. 
Bnt presently emei^ng from the fofrest, they were 
sweeping along at a pace that warmed them, and at 
length they reached a wayside inn, with a &ded garland 
on the ale-stake. Here they alighted for lireakfiE»t; 
and Colet de Yienne, who was now on fianiliar gronnd, 
ordered hot dishes to be prepared, saying they were on 
the king^s service. 

" Take some wine, maiden,'' said De Metz, offering 
Joan a flaggon; ^'thoa art benumbed.'' She would 
not taste any, however, till she had tempered it with 
water. 

" Are you, then, the maid of Domremy ? " cried the 
woman of the inn joyfully. " Oh ! I have heard of 
you; and people are expecting you along the road. 
God give you good fortune, good maiden ! The best I 
have is at your service." 

The innkeeper, after looking hard at De Metz and 
De Poulengey, now stepped forward and said — *' I sup- 
pose you have heard of the lost battle? " 

Lost ? no ! By whom ? " said they, both together. 
By us," replied the innkeeper, " The r^ent-duke 
of Bedford, as you must know, had collected five 
hundred carts loaded with provisions for the troops 
besieging Orleans." 
Yes, yes ! " 

The command of the convoy was given to Sir John 
Fascot, or whatever they call him, with sixteen hundred 
men. They started from Paris on Ash Wednesday, 
and proceeded by short marches as far as Rouvroi. 
Here, the foremost of our great captains, De Bourbon, 
Saintrailes, the two marshals of France, the Constable 
of Scotland, young Dunois, and many others, who had 
long been waiting with three or four thousand men to 
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intercept the convoy, offered him battle. Only think 
what odds ! The day should have been ours.'' 

'' How went it ? '* said the Sires, impatiently. 

*' The English captain formed his carts into a square, 
leaving only two openings. At these entrances he 
placed his archers and men-at-arms, the merchants and 
baggage being in the centre. In this way they waited 
two full hours for our troops, who drew up over- against 
them, but out of bow-shot. Considering Fascot had 
only six hundred Englishmen, and all the rest riff-raff, 
you would say he ought to have been beaten ; but he 
was not. Our Scotch allies began the battle by at- 
tacking the entrances, but were repulsed with immense 
slaughter. About six score gentlemen and five hundred 
common men were killed, most of them Scots." 

" But what were we about ? '' cried De Poulengey. 

"Many of our lords were killed, and Dunois 
wounded; and then our captains drew away. The 
English cried ^ hooray-hooray,^ and sat down to rosbif 
and beer. They passed the night comfortably in 
Rouvroi, and, next day, conveyed the five hundred 
carts triumphantly into their camp before Orleans. So 
many of the carts were laden with herrings, that they 
call it the ' battle of the herrings.' Only one Englishman 
of note was killed ; only one prisoner made, and he was 
a Scot.''* 

The intense disgust of the Sires at this narration 
cannot be described. As for Joan, she was quite con- 
founded at what appeared to her the poltroonery of the 
French, though she was ashamed to say so ; yet she 

* Named " Cannede ou Kennide " — ^Kennedy, of course. See 
Le Brun de Charmette's " Histoire de Jeanne d'Arc," which I 
have only obtained since my MS. went to press. 
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was really grieved to hear that some of them were 
killed, and Dunois wounded. It only made her the 
more anxious to push forward, and stem, if possible, 
this tide of misfortune ; and as her conductors were 
quite of the same mind, they pursued their long, long 
journey with very little rest or refreshment, now 
splashing across overflowed plains, now struggling 
through turbid rivers and panting up steep banks, now 
forcing their way through brakes and thickets, now 
concealing themselves behind rocks or in gravel-pits 
from some band of marauders; sometimes passing 
ruined castles, burnt farm-houses, and deserted villages, 
sometimes keeping aloof from robbers' towers and fast- 
nesses ; then, again, obtaining entrance in the king's 
name to some walled town, and refreshing themselves 
at some inn, where the townspeople came curiously 
about them, and learnt their errand, and wished them 
success. 

Whether Colet de Vienne had prepared the way for 
Joan by spreading the news of her mission, on his way 
to Vaucouleurs, or not, it was clear that her fame had 
outstripped her, and that the people were everywhere 
looking for her, as for one that should save France. 

There are some people whose confidence is much 
enhanced by the confidence of others ; and De Metz, 
as he rode boldly and proudly at her side, quite forgot 
those suspicions which had lately made him ready to 
drop her into a gravel-pit. In fact, he now really liked 
her very much, in an honest, brotherly kind of way, 
for he could not but be won by her piety, her modesty, 
her guUelessness, her courage, and her uncomplaining, 
silent endurance of many and daily hardships. As for 
her mission, he left that to take care of itself: it was 
quite out of his line to say whether she were or were 
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not inspired ; the king must look to that. All he had 
undertaken was to lead her to the king. 

The king himself was at this time in as great per- 
plexity and trouble as it was in ^is nature to be. In 
his grand old castle of Chinon^ the embattled remains 
of which may be seen to this day, on the rising ground 
between Tours and Saumur — ^the Chinon of our Richard 
Coeur-de-Lion — he was deploring every fresh success of 
the English, but inclining very little to go forth and 
face them as long as he had the immediate means of 
leading an easy, voluptuous life. The loss of the 
" battle of the herrings '^ stunned him a good deal ; he 
summoned a great council to consider what was to be 
done for the safety of Orleans, and on the very eve of 
its assembling, received from his messenger, Colet de 
Vienne, a letter from the maid of Domremy, saying 
she was coming to his assistance, and was awaiting his 
orders at the village of St. Catherine de Fierbois. 

Charles knew not what to do. De Baudricourt's 
account of her had not impressed him in her favour, 
and he felt very little inclined to be the tool of an 
enthusiast. On the other hand, she might be an useful 
instrument, and revive the fainting courage of his 
people. After some consideration, he desired that she 
should come to the town of Chinon, and there await his 
orders. 

Meanwhile, Joan was, as De Metz remarked, making 
up for lost time, by hearing three masses a day in the 
church of St. Catherine at Fierbois, and passing nearly 
her whole time within its walls. There, an old priest 
showed her a curious old sword, marked with five 
crosses, which much pleased her ; and she said that if 
she were so happy as to find grace in the sight of the 
king, she would ask him to give it her. 
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After a little suspense^ Colet de Vienne returned and 
said she was to go forward. She asked where she was 
to lodge^ and was told at an inn. She then l)egged 
very earnestly to kno.w whether there was any respect- 
able women with whom she could lodge^ saying it was 
her mother's particular desire. Colet de Vienne replied 
that a very respectable woman named Catherine^ would 
provide for her near the castle ; * with which she was 
well satisfied. 

Meanwhile^ it was warmly debated in council whether 
Charles should see her or not. The Duke d'Alen9on,t 
and other great leaders^ all had their several opinions. 
That of the king's favourite, the Sire de la Tremouille, 
was not without its weight. Some thought she must 
be mad, others feared she might be in league with evil 
spirits, others were persuaded she would prove an artful 
impostor. Others, again, thought that, true or false, 
she might be an useful instrument. 

Next day, several members of the council waited on 
her to hear what she had to say. In a stone vaulted 
room, with little in it but a table and some chairs and 
benches, they found a modest, self-possessed looking 
girl, who only showed by her deepening colour that she 
was at all embarrassed, standing in the dark, close- 
fitting habit with wide sleeves that might have become 
the son of a country gentleman, her long, dark brown 
hair simply bound round her head, one hand resting on 
the table in what was unconsciously the attitude of a 
princess receiving a deputation ; while a step behind 
her, and no more, stood two men who might well have 

* " Chez line bonne femme." — Procbs. 

t Son of Jean le Sage, first Duke d'Alenfon. He waa prisoner 
to the English, and now on his parole, endeavouring to raise hh 
ransom of six hundred thousand crowns. 
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been the said princess's lords in waiting, and one of 
whom, at least, was personally known to some of the 
council, as equerry to the king. 

They were received, not with a country girPs short, 
quick, dipping courtesy, but with a slight, grave bend 
of the head. On their inquiring the nature of her 
message to the king, she declined to deliver it except to 
himself, saying that it came from the King of Heaven. 
De Poulengey and De Metz, who had been so struck by 
her reticence on the road, were now still more so at 
the self-possession with which she baffled the curiosity 
of these practised courtiers ; and they themselves re- 
tired from the interview filled with surprise and admi- 
ration, and returned to the king with a highly favour- 
able report. 

In the words of an English poet who died before Joan 
was bom — 

" God had sucli favour sent her of His grace, 
That it ne seemed not by likelinesse 
That she was bom and fed in rudenesse, 

As in a cot or in an ox's stall 

But so discreet and fair of eloquence, 
So benigne and so digne of reverence, 
And coulde so the people's heart embrace, 
That each her loved that looked in her face." 

These honeyed accents, melting in the mouth, that 
were written of the ideal Griseldis, might have been 
penned of the real Joan. There is no prose more true 
than geuuine poetry. 

To conclude, the decision was made, and the hour 
named at which she was to appear before the king. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

THE royal courtyard was one blaze of torchliglit, and 
crowded with servitors and men-at-arms, when the 
shepherd girl of Domremy entered it, attended by the 
two faithfid champions who had sworn on the cross to 
lead her to the kin^. These two nobles were now 
dressed, suitably to their rank, in velvet suits and short 
furred mantles, plumed caps, and no arms except their 
swords and daggers ; but Joan, in her wide-sleeved, 
close-fitting tunic and hose, had no ornament but her 
own beautiful hair. As she passed onward, some viewed 
her with rudeness and levity, every demonstration of 
which, however, was checked by the stem looks of her 
companions. Wind instruments were swelling in the 
distance ; everything had been prepared to dazzle and 
bewilder her ; the glare of fifty torches fell on the gold, 
and gems, and plumes, and scarlet robes of the first 
nobility in France, and no fewer than three hundred 
knights. Some of these were bending gracefully to 
whisper soft nonsense to the fairest ladies of the land, 
who shone in every colour of the rainbow and every 
variety of jewellery. Those of the old school, who 
attended Queen Yolante,* wore sweeping trains of 

* Yolante of Arragon, widow of Louis the Second, King of 
Sicily and Jerusalem, and Duke of Anjou, and mother of Ren^, 



Nobly Won. 113 

velvet, the length of which, however, was regulated by 
statute j those attached to the queen consort, Mary of 
Anjou, favoured the newer fashion of deep borders of 
fur to their silken skirts, which they gathered over 
the arm, in graceful folds. There were head-dresses 
like tapering cylinders, that reminded one of the 
leaning tower of Pisa, and also moon-shaped cushions 
spangled and stuck over with pearls and bead-work. 
These outrageous head-dresses were being vehemently 
preached against by an Augustine friar at Paris, and 
some of the youngest and fairest ladies had the sense 
to prefer golden networks and shining tissue veils. 
Troubadours and jongleurs were not wanting in this 
Vanity Fair ; and certain young pages were wriggling 
in fits of suppressed laughter at the court-jester, who 
threw himself in Joan^s way, in a ridiculous attitude ; 
but a stem glance from De Poulengey, who knew him 
very well, made the poor ape shrink into a comer. 
Besides this, a real ape was present. There is an illus- 
tration of the scene in Monstrelet, but clearly of no 
authority, since Joan is portrayed in woman^s clothes, 
whereas the text, on the same page, tells us she was 
dressed like a man \ and the king looks advanced in 
years, whereas he was but seven and twenty. 

This good-looking, good-humoured young monarch 
was the only simply dressed man in the assemblage, 
and purposely so, — to see whether Joan would mistake 
for him the gaily-dressed De la Tremouille, who 
assumed his place for the nonce. 

It was an interesting moment. The Count de 

Duke of Barr, and of Mary of Anjou, married to Charles the 
Seventh of France. Ren^ (afterwards titular Idng) was now 
twenty-two years of age, and married to the Duke of Lorraine's 
daughter. 
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Vendome met and ushered her forward. The girl 
came slowly up the hall, but with firm eye and step, so 
intent on descrying the king, that she was thoughtless 
of self. The music had ceased : there was silence and 
suspense. De Metz and De Poulengey saw the ruse, 
and burned to apprise her of it, but could not. Their 
hearts beat faster than they would have done at the 
approach of the enemy. Joan reached the dais : she 
looked at the bedizened courtier in its centre with 
surprise and disappointment, for she had long ago 
heard the king described, and knew his general 
appearance. She looked round, however, saw 
him, — their eyes met, — and she went up to him 
at once. 

Oh, what a great sigh De Poulengey and De Metz 
gave simultaneously ! There was a general hum of 
relief and applause. Like Falstaff, instinct made her 
scent the blood royal ! We may make merry at it, but 
it was no jest to them. Every eye was strained to see 
what she would do next. She knelt, simply and rever- 
ently, on one knee, at Charles's feet. 

" God give you good life, gentle king ! ^^ were her 
first words — they are embalmed in history — spoken in 
her distinct yet gentle voice — (" quite a womanly one,^^ 
young De la Val afterwards called it). 

^^I am not the king,'' said he, smiling; ''he is 
there ! '' pointing to De la Tremouille. 

''In the name of God,'' she replied, "it is none 
other than yourself. Most noble Dauphin, I am Joan 
the Maid, sent on behalf of God to aid you and your 
kingdom ; and by His command I announce to you that 
you shall be crowned in the city of Rheims, and shall 
become His lieutenant in the realm of France." 

" Come, that is a good hearing," said Charles^ no 
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longer dissimulating. ''But how am I to know that 
you say true ? " 

" Gentle Dauphin/^ said she, earnestly, '' why will 
you not believe me ? I tell you that God has pity on 
you and your people ; for St. Louis and Charlemagne 
are on their knees before Him day and night, praying 
for you and for them ! ^^ 

I hold this one of the most striking figures that evet 
was used, whether in earnest or for rhetorical effect. 

Charles was struck by the fervour with which it was 
uttered. 

'' You speak like one in authority/' said he ; '' but I 
must have some farther proof of you than mere asser- 
tion before I accord you my belief. Come, let us have 
a word or two together.^' 

And beckoning her to follow, he led her to the deep 
embrasure of a window, all the company falling back 
out of ear-shot, and there held conference with her, 
speaking, to judge from the dumb show, like friend with 
friend. 

And now it was that, in the suspension of the primary 
object of interest, the courtiers fell upon the second, 
and Bertrand de Poulengey found himself surrounded 
by a swarm of brother equerries, and other old acquaint- 
ances of various degrees of rank, who overpowered him 
with questions ; while De Metz was borne off, seemingly 
aa unreluctant captive, by a crowd of young nobles, 
even to the very side of the two queens, who had a 
thousand inquiries to make of him. Being of a gallant 
aTid genial disposition, in spite of a late fit of the sulks, 
he now absolutely basked in the sun of royal favour, 
and gave those majestic ladies a vivid and correct sketch 
of Joan^s story, and his connection with it, up to that 
very moment. They were pleased with him, and praised 

i2 
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his chivalroiLs behaviour. He of course omitted the 
incident of his thinking to throw her into a grayel-pit. 

At this moment the king exclaimed^ in a voice audible 
to them all^ '^ Strange I This maiden has told me 
things which render it absolutely impossible for me to 
doubt her mission/^ 

A universal hum ran round; while he^ gracefully 
taking Joan by the hand, led her up to the dais^ and 
presented her to Mary of Anjou and Queen Yolante. 

De Metz now found himself displaced ; and as he fell 
back, a voice maliciously whispered into his ear, " What 
would Rosaure de St. Yidal think of this journeying 
night and day, through woods and wilds, with a maiden 
of low degree ? ^^ 

" The Lady Rosaure de St. Vidal is welcome to think 
whatever she will of it,^^ replied he, coldly, though 
greatly annoyed; ''her opinions are of no moment to me/' 

'' I will tell her so when I see her,^' replied the spite- 
ful Dame de la Brie, ''for I return to Auvergne to- 



morrow.'* 



De Metz bowed low and passed from her. "It is 
singular,^^ thought he, " what a mean little thorn can 
prick.^^ 

The amiable Dame de la Tour, who was a better 
iriend to him, here beckoned him to her side, and spoke 
with him as a kind aunt might have done, inquiring of 
his welfare during his long absence from court, hearing 
with interest all he had to say of his present adventure^ 
and telling him in return much news of his friends and 
relations, accompanied by occasional kind incidental 
references to Rosaure de St. Vidal, for whom she 
assumed De Metz to entertain a brotherly regard. She 
added, " When I return to Auvergne, I shall repeat to 
her all you have told me.^' 
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De Metz thanked her even more in his heart than in 
his face^ and wished she were going to-morrow. It is 
the office of some to stab^ and of others to heal. One 
we love, and one we don^t. 

Soft music was again breathing all around, and a 
juggler was throwing balls, and the jester was dancing 
with the ape. Two envoys from Orleans were present. 
A circle had formed round the dais, where Joan yet 
remained at the royal footstool. De Poulengey stood a 
little behind the inner ring, an observant witness. At 
length the Queens dismissed her, observing she must be 
tired; and De Poulengey stepping forward, took her 
hand, retreating backwards with her through the circle, 
and then led her quickly down the hall, followed by De 
Metz. The next minute they were in the cool night 
air, crossing the lighted court ; then in the outer dark- 
ness, groping their way to the lodging. Arrived there, 
De Poulengey pressed her hand heartily, saying, ^'I 
think you must now be satisfied I ^^ and, consigning her 
to the good offices of the widow, he and De Metz re- 
tired to their quarters. 

Catherine, looking full at Joan as she entered, hardly 

knew what to make of her. She asked her if there were 

anything she wanted. ^^ I want nothing so much as to 

weep,'' said the poor girl : and sitting down, she laid 

her arms on the table, and her head on her arms ; but 

tears did not come. Presently a gentle voice beside her 

made her start : it was not the voice of Catherine, but 

uf Father Pasquerel,* who had been sent to her by 

Queen Yolante. He was a pale, fine old man, nearer 

sev^ity than sixty, with the transparent, colourless skin 

and attenuated face that Vandyke has given Gevartius, 

* '^ Lecteur du couyent des Augustins de Tours, . . . de Tordre 
des fr^res^hermites de St. Augustin.^' 
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but with the deep^ dark^ penetrating eyes and sweet 
expression we are fEuniliar with in Cardinal Consalvi. 
This old friar was instmcted to sift her and form a 
judgment of her character and pretensions; but the 
goodness of his heart made him understand and pity 
her^ and he applied himself to comfort and strengthen 
her before he did anything else. 

"Father ! '^ cried Joan^ directly she saw him, "will 
you hear me confess ? ^^ 

" Certainly,'^ said he, greatly pleased. So Catherine 
went out, closing the door after her, and the poor girl 
knelt at his feet and confessed. Aft;er she had risen, 
she said, " Father, will you write a letter for me to my 
parents ? ^' 

" Willingly, daughter,*^ said he. 

So when writing implements were procured, she dic- 
tated to him thus — 

" Put ' Jesus Maria,' to begin with. All things 
should be done in the name of God.^^ 

So he wrote " Jesus Maria,^^ and made a cross, in 
memory of our redemption. 

" Dear and much honoured parents, — Oh, it seems so 
long since I saw you ! I could think many months had 
passed." (" I have put that,^* said the friar. " I did 
not mean you to put that," said Joan ; " I was only 
thinking aloud ; but never mind.") " By the grace of 
heaven we have reached our journey's end. I will tell 
you all about it when I come home. I have seen the 
king, and delivered the message. He is a God-fearing 
young man " (Father Pasquerel bit his lip, but obeyed 
instructions) ; " I never heard any one speak more to 
my mind. I think he will inherit the kingdom of 
heaven. The old queen, that's the queen's mother, is 
something divine. I think St. Margaret would have 
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been like her, if she had lived to be old/^ (" You need 
not have piit that/^ said Joan; "but no matter/') 
'^ What will happen next I know not. I trust in God 
I shall take him to Rheims. But the siege must be 
raised first ; and then I shall return to my spinnings 
and be the happiest maid in Domremy. Did you hear 
about the ' battle of the herrings ? ' '^ (" I think we 
had better not enter upon that/^ said Father Pasquerel, 
'^it will take up too much room.^^ "And besides/^ 
said Joan^ "there is nothing to tell to our credit/^) 
" And now, my dear parents^ I make this request with 
tears — ^^ (" No, no ; don't put tears/') " Let Pierre 
come and take care of me : and, for me, I will take care 
of him. I should like Jacquemin, but I know he won't 
come. Perhaps Jeaimot might be spared, but there is 
much ploughing to be done now : however, the king 
says that if I like it, he shall be a man-at-arms. You 
know, the country ought to be saved." (" Put that 
very strong, father — make a very black mark.") " The 
Sires may want to go home, and then I shall be all 
alone, so at any rate send Pierre." ("Where's the 
money to come from, though ? ^' " Oh,'^ said the friar, 
" I dare say the king will see about that." " Well then, 
put once more, ' be sure you send Pierre.^ ") " The 
grace of God be with you all. Amen. — Your daughter 
Joan." 

" Let me kiss it," said Toan, " and that will be the 
same as my mark.'^ 

Father Pasquerel undertook to forward the letter, 
and so he did, but he showed it to the king and queens 
first, who were all much touched and pleased by the 
simplicity of the Maid. 

Meanwhile, the closing hour having already passed, 
and Joan being overcome with weariness, she accom-. 
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panied Iier hostess into the little bed-room^ wliich 
adjoined the sitting-room^ but before she lay down 
beside her^ she said her prayers. 

Now^ it must be borne in mind that Joan had been 
eleven days and nights upon the road, never getting a 
good night^s rest, undressed and in bed, her mind con- 
stantly on the full stretch, her strength tried by un- 
accustomed and protracted horse-exercise — she was just 
in a state to walk in her sleep ; at least, the only case 
I have witnessed of it was one where there had been 
broken rest, great fatigue, and an overwrought mind. 

Imagine her, then, scarce risen from her knees and 
seated on her bed, about to loosen her dress, overcome 
by irresistible drowsiness as she sat. She sleeps, she 
dreams, the strange scenes she has lately passed through 
blend with fantastic unrealities. Now she is threading 
pathless forests with her champions, now fording a 
turbid river and borne down by it to the boundless 
ocean; now, she sees her parents on the bank, wringing 
their hands ; now she is conscious of that ineffable 
sweetness permeating every sense which is said some- 
times to accompany drowning. Now she seems struggling 
in mortal agony for breath (having sunk on her bed, 
poor maiden, and the tight collar of her tunic nearly 
choking her) ; anon a hand comes from the clouds and 
leads her onwards. She seems, as we probably have 
all dreamed, some time or other, to be treading on air. 

And now Joan really rises from her bed, but not 
awake, and with the strange power of somnambulism 
finds her way forth, quietly opening and closing doors 
without disturbing her soundly-sleeping companion. I 
do not ask you to believe this; you may follow her 
with me or not, at your will. She has left the house ; 
she is in the bright, cold moonlight, and walking 
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steadily on^ without a single mistake^ to the castle. 
It seems to her^ in her trance^ that an angel is leading 
her. The distance is short: the few who meet her 
shrink aside without knowing why, for her eyes are 
open. A soldier, staggering to his quarters, accosts 
her brutally. " You should not blaspheme God/^ she 
says to him, ''when you may be in His presence to- 
morrow ! ^^ 

It is still early in the night ; the king has dismissed 
his guests, but is still conversing with a favoured few — 
the Duke d^Alen9on, Charles de Bourbon, and De la 
Tremouille. He is carelessly seated under a canopy on 
the dais, and wears the golden circlet which he had 
removed when Joan first saw him : it is not difficult to 
know him for the king now. Most of the lights are 
extinguished, and the lower end of the great, vaulted 
hall is in gloom and darkness. De la Tremouille has 
just uttered some light jest, at which all have laughed. 
Suddenly Charles turns pale. '' See 1 ^' said he, in an 
altered voice. '' What's that ? '' 

The buried majesty of Denmark could hardly have 
excited a greater thrill as it noiselessly trod the ramparts 
of Elsinore, than the girl who, in a trance, but with her 
eyes open, steadily advanced. 

'' Hist 1 '^ said Charles, trembling, '' is it the Maid ? 
or her spirit ? '^ and they all crossed themselves. Her 
right arm was raised on high, and there was a gentle 
smile on her face. She paused when she reached the 
king, and earnestly fixed her eyes a little above his head. 

" Heaven be praised ! '^ said she, softly, crossing her 
arms on her bosom. 

" Joan ! '^ said the king, sharply. 

At his voice, she violently started, and instantly 
awoke. 
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How came you ? Why came you ? '* said he, 
fearfully. 

'"The angel brought me. I followed the angel/^ 
said she^ simply. 

" You hear her ? ^^ said Charles^ looking round. All 
bent their heads wfthout speaking. 

*' You see the crown?" said she to them^ pointing 
to the circlet. 

Oh yes ! " said they all, with one voice. 
And the angel ? " 

I can^t exactly say I did," said La Tremouille, 
whom she addressed. 

'' Nor you ? " to D'Alen9on. 

" Not precisely." 

*' Ah, well ! but yow did ? " to the king, who was 
mute. 

"You all see the crown?" said she, appealingly, 
and passing her hand over her eyes as if to assure 
herself she was awake. 

" Oh yes ; we all see it," said they in chorus. 

" Take care of it Give it him," said she to 

the king, who wonderingly took off the circlet and gave 
it to D'Alen9on. 

"It is very precious," said she to D'Alen^on. 
" Guard it as you would your life." 

He bowed. 

Then she waved her hand and turned to go, saying 
to the king, " You know you will be crowned at 
Rheims." 

" I hope so." 

She sighed deeply, and retired down the hall. They 
all looked at one another. 

The king drew a deep breath, and said — " Grentle- 
men, this is passing strange ! " 
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Passing strange ! " said they all. 
I think she saw something/' said the king. 
She seemed to me asleep/^ said D^Alen9on. 
" Was it herself, think you ? De la Tremouille, go 
inquire of the guard if they saw aught.'' 

De la Tremouille did not at all like the errand^ but 
obeyed, and returned saying all the guard acknowledged 
having seen the Maid, and that they had supposed she 
came On the king's business. 

Next day the old soldier who had insulted her was 
drowned in trying to ford a river. 
Of coursd people talked.* 

* I have no wish to make others apply the following passages 
as I have done, having only used them as raw material : but they 
are worth readmg. 

On her trial — 

'' Interrogu^e se, la premth'e journ^e^ qu' elle vit la signe, et si 
son roi le vit : respond que oui 

" Interrogu^e de quelle matiere estoit ladicte couronne : respond, 
^ C'est bon assavoir qu* elle estoit de fin or.' 

"Interrogu^e se Tangle qui I'aporta venoit de hault, ou s'il 
venoist par terre : respond ' II vint de hault.* 

'' Interrogu^e en quel lieu il appanit k elle : respond, ' J'estois 
presque tousjours a la pri^re afin que Dieu envoyast le signe au 
roi ; et etois h. mon logis, qui est chex ime bonne femme pr^s du 
chastel de Chinon, quand il vint ; et puis nous alames ensemble 
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'^Interrogu^ se tons ceulx qui la estoit avec le roi yeirent 
Tangle : respond qu' elle pense que Tarchiyesque de Eheims, les 
seigneurs D'Alen^n, et De la Tremouille, et Charles de Bourbon 
le ypirent. Et, quant a la couronne, plusieurs gens la veirent que 
ne veirent pas Tangle," &c. &c. — Procea, 

What do you make of it ? 

To me it is quite plain that Joan believed in this vision, what- 
ever it was, which took place, she expressly says, the first day 
she saw. the king; and her examiners were completely baffled in 
their endeavours to shake her testimony. There seems no simpler 
way of accounting for it than somnambulism. 
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CHAPTER XII. 

THE first result of the king's confidence in Joan^ was 
her being removed from her poor lodging to be the 
guest of the Sire and Dame de Gaucourt^ at the 
Ch&teau du Coudray. De Gaucourt was grand master 
of the household. 

Here she received crowds of curious and interested 
visitors^ all of whom were impressed and amazed by 
her sense^ modesty, and piety. She went frequently to 
church, and while there was often observed to shed 
tears. She never wavered on the subject of her mission : 
on every other subject she was perfectly reasonable. 

The king was so much interested in her that he 
sent for her often. He wanted to see her ride, and 
was surprised at her horsemanship. The Duke 
D'Alen90u, who was on his parole, to obtain his 
ransom, was among her warmest eulogists. The 
deputies who had come from the beleaguered city to 
plead for succours, besought the king to send Joan to 
them. To satisfy his council, however, Charles resolved 
to take her to Poitiers, to be examined there by the 
university and parliament. 

'^De Poulengey,^' said De Metz, coming suddenly 
into his lodging one morning, ^^ it is time for us to 
decide what we shall do. Joan is going in the king's 
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train to Poitiers; shall we cast in our lot with hers 
any longer or not ? " 

'^ Which way do your own inclinations tend ? ^^ said 
De Ponlengey. "We have fiilfilled our oath of 
bringing her to the king, and the adventure may 
either end here or be carried on/' 

"I declare I have warmed in it/' said De Metz. 
"When we come to look back on the journey, how 
interesting it was ! And we get plenty of .credit for it 
too, which is what neither of us took into the calcu- 
lation. Affairs seem ripening : if all goes well at 
Poitiers, a bold blow will certainly be struck for 
Orleans; and it will be curious to see how Joan gets 
on there. So that, on the whole, if it makes no 
difference to you, I would sooner go on than go back/' 

" It makes a great difference to me," said De Pon- 
lengey, " for I would a great deal sooner go forward. 
Poor Joan is hardly able to spare us yet, and may 
perhaps like old friends better than new ones. We 
have gone through a good deal together already, and 
yet the tough work is only beginning; so that we 
three may as well stick together to the end of the 
campaign, which may not be very long; and then we 
can all go back to Barr." 

" Agreed ; and I am glad of it, for I like the Maid 
more and more. Then, since we are going to join fates, 
why should not you and I, De Poulengey, become 
brothers in arms, and unite ourselves in a holy bond of 
friendship, like your namesake Du Guesclin and Olivier 
de Clisson ? " 

" I have thought of it already," said De Poulengey, 
^^ and am greatly inclined towards it ; though Bertrand 
du Guesclin is a much greater favourite of mine than 
Olivier de Clisson." 
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" Then do you, as you are the better scribe^ write out 
a form at once, and I will sign it." 

" That will be hot and quick/' said De Poulengey, 
smiling ; ^^ and we shall not want a bond to keep us 
together." 

" No time like the present, and no better security 
than a bond," said De Metz. So as De Poulengey saw 
his heart was in it, he made no more opposition, but 
took pen, ink, and parchment, and wrote out a form, 
somewhat shorter than Du Guesclin^s but to the same 
purport. 

'^To all whom these letters present may concern, 
Jean de Novelompont, diet De Metz, and Bertrand de 
Poulengey, equerry of the King of Prance's stable, 
greeting. Be it known to you, that to confirm perpetual 
love and friendship between us, we promise, swear, and 
agree between ourselves, to the things here following. 
Be it known that I, Jean de Novelompont, Sire de Metz, 
desire always to go hand in hand with you, Bertrand de 
Poulengey, in whatever enterprise or adventure you 
undertake, always provided it shall not be against the 
King of France and our liege lords ; and I promise you 
to aid you and comfort you to the utmost extent of 
my ability in whatever thing you may require. Itemy 
if any one, save the King of France, shall attempt to 
harm you in body or goods, I promise to rescue and 
succour you to the best of my ability. Item^ whatever 
comes to me in the way of ransom of prisoners or law- 
ful spoils of war, you shall have half. Item^ I will 
defend your body as if you were my brother. And in 
case I should know of anything whereby you may sus- 
tain wrong or blame, I shall acquaint you with it. And 
I, Bertrand de Poulengey, promise you, Jean de Metz> 
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the very same things, to wit, &e. &c. And these things 
we^ Jean and Bertrand^ do mutually promise and swear 
to observe and perform, on the holy Gospels, corporally 
touched by us, and thereunto we put our signatures and 
seals at Chinon this — day of April, in the year of 
grace 1429/' 

This document, being to the entire satisfaction of De 
Metz, was duly signed, sealed, and delivered, and ratified 
bv an embrace. 

" And now,'' said De Poulengey, *^ as neither of us 
are rich, and your page, Jean de Honnecourt, is ailing, 
I propose we should send him home, and make my boy 
Julian serve us both." 

Which De Metz gladly accepted. 

'' I remember," said De Poulengey, '^ when I was a 
boy of Julian's age, thinking a man of thirty-six well- 
stricken in years j whereas now I am thirty-six, I feel 
myself just as young as I was ten years ago, and find 
life as full of romantic interest. And though, in the 
interim, I have had m£i,ny troubles, and one great grief, 
I find that every human pain may be outlived, if without 
the sting of sin and the burden of crime. I am ready 
to believe now, that thus it may be at forty-six and even 
fifty-six." 

De Metz looked doubtful. " I cannot say as to that," 
said he, ^^ but I am quite willing to try." 

The king had already supplied Joan with a page, in a 
quick, sharp boy, of good birth, named Louis de Contes, 
who in after life was Seigneur de Rouyan et de Dengles. 
This yoimgster, who was highly pleased with his ap- 
pointment, did not find his dignity at all soiled by 
brushing the clothes and performing the errands of the 
Maid of Domremy, behind whose chair he stood at meals. 
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The king and court now removed to Poitiers, where 
Joan's case was referred to the learned doctors. She 
was lodged at the house of Maitre Jean Raboteau, an 
advocate of the parliament, whose wife treated her with 
motherly kindness. 

The poor girl foretold no more than came to pass, 
when she said, riding to Poitiers — 

" I know that great trials await me at this place; bnt 
the Lord will bring me out of them all.'' 

Reignault de Chartres, archbishop of Kheims and 
lord chancellor of France, assembled the most eminent 
theologians to take part in the examinations. They 
proceeded to Baboteau's house, where Joan received 
them in the dining-hall, and then seated herself on 
a bench. They called on her for an account of her 
mission, which she gave with simplicity, and without 
hesitation. 

'^Joan,'' said a Dominican, ''you say that God 
desires to save the country. Surely, He can do it with- 
out your assistance 1 " 

" Let the men-at-arms fight," said she, " and God 
will give them the victory .'' 

'' And in what language or dialect did these voices 
speak to you ? '^ said Father Segoin, in his sharp, pro- 
vincial accent. 

" In better French than yours,'' said she quickly ; 
which made the grave doctors smile. 

'^ Do you believe in God ? " rejoined Father Seguin, 
angrily. " Well, then, God will not expect us to put 
faith in you unless you give us a sign.'' 

" I did not come here," replied she, '' to perform 
signs and miracles. My sign will be to raise the si^e 
of Orleans. Give me troops, and I am ready to start." 

The examination was protracted day after day ; and 
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in the interim two friars-minors were sent to Domremy, 
to learn what character she bore there. The assembly 
also consulted the Archbishop of Embrun, who wrote a 
treatise on the subject. 

During the intervals between her examinations^ Joan 
received visits of curiosity and interest from ladies of 
every quality, and even from her examiners themselves; 
councillors, advocates, grey-haired judges, all came to 
see what she was in private life, and were prepossessed in 
her favour. Still they continued to harass her with doubts, 
and to quote learned authorities for their scruples. 

'' Hear me ! ^' said she. ^^ There is more in the book 
of God than in any of yours. I know neither A nor B, 
but I come from Him to raise the siege of Orleans, and 
to anoint the Dauphin at Rheims. It will be needful, 
however, to write first to the English.^^ 

The friars-minors returned from Domremy with a 
satisfactory report. Finally, not to go into every painfiil 
detail, it was decided that she was a good girl and true, 
and that the king might avail himself of her assistance. 
Charles showed his alacrity to do so by immediately 
raising her to the rank of a military commander.* 
That is, she became to all intents and purposes as much 
a knight-banneret or leader of knights as a woman 
could be. A beautiful suit of plate-armour adapted to 
the graceful contour of her neck and shoulders was 
made for her ; but she begged the king to let her have 
the sword marked with five crosses in the church of 
St. Catherine at Fierbois, which was accordingly sent 
for. The brethren of St. Catherine sent her a crimson 
velvet scabbard, embroidered with golden fleurs-de-lis ; 
and from some other quarter she received a blue satin 

* Barante. 
K 
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hsXj looped and firinged with gold : but her preference 
was for plainer habiliments. She gave her own direc- 
tions for her banner. It was to be of white satin^ em- 
broidered in the middle with a figure of the Saviour 
holding the globe in His hand, seated on clouds^ with 
two angels adormg Him, one of whom bore a lily ; and 
with the superscription, " Jesus Maria.'' Under this 
sign she would conquer. De Poulengey and De Metz 
now joyfully came to welcome her into their brother- 
hood. " You are now,'' said they, '^ our sister-in-arms, 
superior in military rank to ourselves, and we shall 
fight imder your banner. Pray address us no longer 
by the cold title beau sire, but as your brothers, De 
Metz and De Poulengey." 

" And to you," said she, '' I must always be Joan." 

^' We take you at your word," said they, readily. 

Joan had a little incident for De Metz's ear. Among 
the many dames and damsels of highdegree who had paid 
their respects to her at the advocate's, there was one 
young lady of remarkable beauty, who came when she 
happened to have no other visitor. This young lady's 
countenance, lovely as it was, had decidedly something 
espihgle in it : she made a thousand minute inquiries of 
Joan, especially respecting her journey, without cere- 
mony and almost trenching on politeness. Throughout 
her cross -questioning, she fixed on her a pair of 
brilliant black eyes that seemed determined to read 
every thought in her heart. When her catechism was 
ended, she paused for an instant, and then rose, 
saying — 

" I shall now go ; and you may tell Jean de Novelom- 
pont that Rosaure de St. Vidal entirely approves of 
his chivalrous adventure in all its details, and — hopes 
he will soon make his testamentary dispositions." 
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''Would you not like to tell him yourself?^' said 
Joan. '' He will soon be here/' 

'' No, no ! '* said Bosaure, blushing very much, '' I 
particularly want to avoid seeing him. You may think 
we are friends, but we are the bitterest of enemies. I 
came from Auvergne for the sole purpose of seeing 
yoa, and am going to return thither immediately. You 
may give him this if you like,'' and she kissed her. 

'' I most certainly shall not," said Joan, " so you 
may take it back again/' And she kissed the pretty 
young lady. 

''All the better," said Rosaure, laughing, and 
dropping her thick veil, as she followed Louis de 
Contes, who had a broad smile on his face. 

The court now returned to Chinon ; and the king's 
earliest step was to appoint Joan the regular household 
of a lady of distinction. Her squire was to be the 
Sire d' Anion, a man of bravery and probity, who had 
served under Danois ; a second page was found for her 
in Louis's brother Raymond : her two heralds were 
named Guyenne and Ambleville. Her chaplain, to 
her great joy, was Father Pasquerel. Besides these, 
she had a dame de compagnie, a maitre d^hdtel, and 
inferior servants. 

The Duke d'Alen9on started for Blois to collect the 
troops that were to escort provisions to Orleans. But 
where was the money to come from ? 

Charles's good-natured face assumed a look of deep 
thought. " I must borrow again," said he at length, 
" of Jacques Coeur." And who was Jacques Coeur ? 

Jacques Coeur deserves what Southey used to call 
an " inter-chapter." 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

IN those days "when ermine, sable, minever, and 
other furs were the coveted distinctions of rank as 
"well as wealth, the furriers carried on a thriving trade. 
Jacques Coeur, whose father^s fortune had been made 
in this way, was quite a merchant prince at Bourges. 
His ships covered the seas, and sailed all over the 
known world. Three hundred factors in his employ 
exchanged the wares and produce of France for the 
valuable skins of other countries. 

Jacques Coeur grew enormously rich, and his spirit 
was as generous as his fortune. On one occasion, he 
lent the king two hundred thousand gold crowns, to 
pay off the disorderly Free Companies. In 1428, the 
year with which this story commenced, Charles the 
Seventh had made him master of the mint at Bourges ; 
then he made him his treasurer, and afterwards master 
of the mint at Paris. To be the king's treasurer, 
indeed, was more honour than profit, for his finances 
were so low that Jacques Coeur^s predecessor in this 
office, Renault de Boligny, said, '' Tant de la pecune 
du roi que de la mienne, il n'y avait pas en tout, chez 
moi, que quartre ecus.^'* To repay him with barren 
honours, the king ennobled Jacques Coeur, and made 

* ''Les d^penses de sa maison ^taieot rMutes au plus exact 
n^cessaire. II vivait comme le plus simple de ses serviteurs. 
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liim governor of Touraine ; more than tliis^ he made 
"liim his friend^ his adviser^ his intimate companion, the 
^dtepositary of his secrets ; and certainly Charles showed 
■IliB sense in the selection of his confidant. He en- 
trusted to him the conduct of difficult diplomatic 
negociations — most likely he took his opinion about 
Joan ; he made him Seigneur and Baron of St. Fargeau, 
of Menetou- Salon, of Marmagne, of Maubranches. 
te' At all these places^ Jacques Coeur built splendid 
^ palaces and castles. He built himself two palaces in 
^. Paris — one where now stands the Palais Royal, the 
I other in the Rue de ? Homme arme. At Marseilles, 
[ at Montpelier, at San9erre, he built him other palaces. 
He built the sacristy of the Cathedral at Bourges, and 
annexed to it a magnificent chapel.''^ 

But the greatest wonder of all was the house he 
built himself in Bourges; it was like a dream. We 
cannot invent such things now. If we were to mix 
together fortress, and pavilion, and country-man8ion> 
and town-hall, and build cellars, range upon range, 
on old Roman ramparts, and raise strange towers of 
all shapes and sizes, and put a strip of a highly orna- 
mented palace next to a slice of a grim, old fortalice ; 
and set doors, and courts, and staircases, and balconies 
where nobody would expect them; and encrust the 
whole with the most delicate traceries, and quaint 
mottoes on banderols ; flamboyants, ornaments, inscrip- 
tions, and enigmas ; and carve life-like figures of the 
master and mistress in their quaint costumes on the 

Un jour que Saintraille et La Hire vinrent le voir, il ne put, dit on, 
leur donner pour tout r^gal, a leur repas, que deux poulets et une 
queue de mouton." — Bar ante, 

• See Miss Costello's " Pilgrimage to Auvergne," which I have 
consulted throughout. 
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grand stairs^ and set figures^ life-size^ of a man and 
woman servant^ looking eagerly out of niclies near the 
doorway up and down the street for their master^ — ^we 
should only make a jumble and a failure ; we should 
not achieve a grand success like Jacques Coeur. 

The man must have had an imagination that he 
could^ at will, let run riot or control within the severest 
bounds. Round the balustrade of one of his balconies 
was entwined a scroll, emphatically inscribed, ^'A 
vaiUant coeur rien impossible,'^ which, in his case, 
seemed only the simple truth. His emblem the heart, 
together with the pilgrim-shell of his patron St. Jacques, 
found place in almost every decoration, and seemed like 
setting to it Jacques Coeur his mark. In the heart of 
his mansion was a perfect gem of a chapel, extremely 
small and exquisitely elaborated. Two niches, pro- 
jecting from it into the street, held equestrian statues 
— one of the king, the other of himself, mounted on a 
mule shod the reverse way, whatever that might mean ! 
The house is a labyrinth, not of passages that lead to 
nothing, but that lead to what you would least expect. 
In the middle of the dining-hall floor, just where it 
would be concealed by the table, a large stone lifts up 
and discovers a hiding-place. A long, mysterious 
passage leads to a distant street. Over various doors, 
entablatures represent the destination of the chamber 
within : thus, over the reception room, a page is 
portrayed, ushering in guests; over the chapel door, 
a man is ringing a bell, and the host is being carried; 
over the kitchen, people are busy cooking. Over other 
doors, trees are sculptured; over others, barrels, coils 
of rope, piles of merchandise. 

It would take too long to repeat all the exquisite 
little bits of fancy and imagination expressed at every 
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turn in wood and stone — ^the bas-reliefis^ statuettes in 
niches^ spiral staircases concealed in walls^ vaulted 
ceilings in cupboards^ courses of lace-like foliage^ doors 
embossed with elaborate carving. 

A small room^ known as Jacques Coeur's study^ has 
a closet opening from it^ fiill of enigmas to this day. It 
is covered with the most curious bas-reliefs^ apparently 
relating to his own history. He is to be seen in the 
different tableaux^ in his quaint hood^ furred gown, and 
gold chain; and royal secrets seem enfolded in the 
mystery. In one group • Jacques Cceur is seen ap- 
proaching a female^ reclining beneath a tree^ whose 
hand is raised as if to remove a crown from her head. 
A man with a crowned head, and a face full of anxiety^ 
looks from behind a tree in the background. In the 
opposite direction, they are watched by a grinning fool, 
with cap and bells. The mottoes, '^ En bouche close 
n'entre mouche ! '' and '^ Dire, faire, taire ! ^' are intro- 
duced among the foliage. What may they mean ? 

Charles, Duke of Lorraine, dying in 1430, a fierce 
contest for the succession to his duchy ensued between 
Ren^ of Anjou, Duke of Barr, Queen Yolante^s son, who 
had married the duke^s daughter, and her cousin, the 
Count of Vaudemont. Ren6 was wounded and taken 
prisoner by the Burgundians, who were of De Vaude- 
mont^s party, and the Duke of Burgundy consigned 
him to imprisonment at the top of a high tower, still 
to be seen at Dijon, where he amused himself as well 
as he could, with music, poetry, and painting on glass.* 

• It was this exertion of his talents, says Miss Strickland, that 
finally terminated his captivity, for Philip the Good was so much 
pleased with the sight of his own portrait, painted on glass by his 
mteresting prisoner, that he clasped him in his arms, and after 
expressing the greatest admiration for his talents, offered to 
mediate with Antoine de Vaudemont for his liberation. 
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His wife, the Duchess Isabella, presented herself, a 
weeping suppliant, before the king, with the little 
Margaret of Anjou in her arms, and her other children 
led by her maid of honour, the beautiful Agnes Sorel. 
Words failed the poor duchess, and, turning to Agnes, 
she bade her plead her cause for her, which she did 
with such eloquence and grace that Charles loved her 
from that moment. At this time she was a high- 
mijided and pure-hearted girl, and she sought to use 
her influence with the king to the advantage of his 
kingdom by urging him to . 

" Shun delights, and spurn inglorious days," 

though it is to be feared that, in the end, he did her 
more harm than she did him good. His queen, how- 
ever, showed her great kindness at first, and perhaps 
liked her very much, till she found Charles liked her 
too much. Now, was Charles infatuated enough to 
wish to set his wife aside, that he might marry Agnes ? 
and did he get Jacques Coeur to suggest it to Mary of 
Anjou? May not his doing so be typified in the 
garden scene ? May not the queen be contemplating 
the removal of her crown, while the king, concealed, 
anxiously listens to what passes, and the project is 
marred by some spoil-sport, not very flatteringly repre- 
sented as a fool ? 

At all events, J-acques Coeur, after attaining incon- 
ceivable prosperity, lost court favour through the false 
imputation of consenting to the death, by poison, of 
Agnes Sorel.* It happened twenty years after the 

* A specimen of the stinging things she could say is preserved. 
She told Charles an astrologer had forewarned her that she should 
win the affections of the greatest king in the world. " But,'' said 
she, '^ that cannot be you, since you let the English hold the best 
part of your kingdom." 
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siege of Orleans, and probably proceeded from natural 
causes ; but his enemies were eager to ruin him witli 
the king. He had been sent on a splendid embassy to 
compliment the Pope on his accession ; had, at his own 
expense, victualled a castle and town holding out for 
King Charles against the Genoese ; and he returned, to 
be maligned, persecuted, and ruined. His goods were 
declared forfeit to the crown, and he was cast into 
prison till he could pay a fine of a hundred thousand 
gold crowns. 

He escaped firom prison. With infinite danger and 
•difficulty, he reached Rome. There, conferring with a 
faithful factor, he managed to pay the fine, to the 
infinite chagrin of his enemies. There was a revision 
of his trial; his accusers were declared perjured, and 
himself innocent. His sentence was reversed. 

But, in the meanwhile, the fine old man, who had 
passed onward to the island of Cyprus, had died there 
of a broken heart. 

This is anticipating events. Only it afibrds a curious 
illustration of the times ; and one would not willingly 
write of Charles the Seventh, and yet leave the page 
unilluminated by the name of Jacques CcBur. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

GREAT wailing was in Domremy when the letter 
arrived^ which Joan sent her parents by Dnrand 
Laxart^ telling them she was on the point of com- 
mencing her jonmey. Zabillet did nothing but cry all 
the evening ; and as for Jacques^ though he did not say 
much^ he fell sick^ and kept his bed two days. Jeannot 
trudged over to Vaucouleurs, to inquire if the governor 
had heard any news of the travellers, which Sir Robert 
resented, saying, how could he have heard news of them 
when they would be at least ten or twelve days on the 
road, and he did not even know which road they had 
taken. He bade him begone, for a saucy, troublesome 
knave as he was, and follow his plough. 

So Jeannot went home out of sorts ; and when he 
reached two cross-roads, it was borne in upon him very 
forcibly that he ought to have stuck to Joan, and not 
let her go wandering about by herself, and that it 
would be better to hie after her now than not at all. 
He therefore turned his back on his friends and rela- 
tions, and walked about five miles, hoping he was all 
that the nearer to Chinon, when, coming to a man 
of whom he could ask his way, he found he was com- 
pletely on the wrong tack. So being by this time tired. 
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and very hungry, he made no more ado, but went 
straight home^ and said nothing of his enterprise. 

The next to start ofp was Jacquemin^ who taking 
advantage of a market, went off on Dagobert, pretending^ 
the viDain, he was going to sell chaff, which, indeed, 
he did, but afterwards he started off right away across 
the country. But Dagobert, feeling this to be without 
parental instructions, heroically ran a thorn into his 
foot, and made it an excuse for such desperate limping, 
that Jacquemin thought it best, all things considered, 
to go home. 

Thirdly, Pierre went off, and he, poor boy, was the 
only one who was found out, and brought home in 
disgrace, and kept on bread and water three days. As 
for Jacques, his intentions remained buried in his own 
bosom^ poor old man; but certain it is that Zabillet 
made up a small bimdle more than once, determined 
that, come what might, she must go and look after her 
girl. 

She was just thinking she could bear it no longer, 
when Durand Laxart, looking careworn and yet thank- 
ful, came over to say the governor had sent to tell him 
the travellers had beeo heard of, and were doing well : 
they had crossed the Loire at Gien. 

Tears of pleasure sprang to the eyes of the cottagers 
at this welcome intelligence, and Joan was remembered 
with additional fervour that night in their prayers. 

Then came those two friers-minors, prowling and 
peering about, under pretence of exhibiting some very 
choice relics to the faithful, — filings of St. PauPs chain, 
and such like ; but, in reality, to pick up the common 
talk of the place about Joan. There was no scandal 
to be raked up; not so much as a perverse or idle 
word. She had always been good, and honest, and 
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kind; had gone to churcli often, carried candles to 
St. Maly of Belmont^s little chapel, by the old hermi- 
tage; danced and sung with her young companions 
under the Fairies^ Tree ; would nurse sick people and 
young children, and give of her little to the poor. 

The three godmothers were among these witnesses, 
and they got out of the friars that Joan was being 
examined at Poitiers. 

The friars disappeared; but when Beatrice, with 
very round eyes, hastened to tell Zabillet what they 
had said, and she had said, and they had said again, — 
poor Zabillet became very uneasy at the idea of this 
examination, whatever it was, and took it very unkindly 
of Beatrice and the two Johannas that they had not 
let her confront the friars, and sift them well. She 
sent her sons to look after them, but they could not 
find them. 

ZabiUet was turning in her troubled mind what to 
do next, when the village curate came in to her, smiling, 
and said, ^^ I bring you a letter from your daughter.^^ 
The poor woman clasped her hands, unable to speak, 
and signing him to sit down, ran out before the house 
and made a shrill cry, that could be heard in the fields, 
which soon brought her husband and sons, hastening 
in without any ceremony or order. Haumette also 
came running up, followed, more slowly, by Beatrice. 

^^ Kerens news of our dear girl ! ^^ cried Zabillet, iu 
delight. '^ Be quiet, all of you, and his reverence will 
read it.^' 

" Dear and honoured parents,^' began he. 

^^ Ay, ay ! that's Joan, every word,'' said Zabillet, 
under her breath. 

^^ Hist, mother ! " said Jacques, giving her a nudge. 

The curate went on without any more interruption 
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till he came to ''I hare seen the king/' on which he 
laLsed his eyes firom the letter^ and looked at them all 
loond. Jaoqnes said '' At^ ay ! " softly and slowly^ 
as if weighing it in his mind ; while Pierre threw his 
cap np and canght it again, and Hanmette clasped her 
hands and looked joyfhlly upwards. But Zabillet's 
feelings required to find vent in words^ and sbe hastily 
exdaimed^ — 

'' There^ there ! she has done it ! My daughter Joan 
has seen the king^ as she said she would; and may wear 
snouted shoes yet, — ay ! and fastened with silver 
chains to her girdle y and a silken paltock, and a scal- 
loped lirripipe about her neck, with long ends even 
down to her feet/' 

^* Daughter, daughter/' said the curate, '' this 
triumph is quite unseemly. Thy head is turned with 
the maid's promotion already, and yet it may lead to no 
conclusion." 

'^ Conclusion or no conclusion," said Zabillet, in a 
lower key, " my girl has seen the king, and that's what 
I said." 

^' Suppose we hear the rest of the letter," said 
Hanmette softly. 

'' It is but reason, you foolish people," said the curate ; 
and he went on reading, till he came to where she 
spoke of returning to her spinning. 

Returning to her spinning, indeed I " cried Zabillet. 

No, no ; you may depend on it she'll not do that ! My 
Joan will be a gentlewoman, and hold up her head with 
any of them, in damask and cut-work, with the wide 
sleeves they call Spokes,' which in my mother's time were 
called ^ rogues' receptacles,' because they would hold 
whatever you put into them." 

The curate was in dudgeon ; but Jacques said, '^ Nay, 
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sir, nay ; you will bear with her. The news has got 
into her head^ like new wine/^ So the corate was 
appeased; and went on till he eame to her asking for 
her brothers. 

Pierre cut a caper at this^ and Jeannot looked iull of 
joy; but their parents were full of objections. The 
curate proceeded^ and again came to '' Do not fsiil to 
send Pierre ; ^^ on which he clapped his hands. 

'' Boy, hold your peace ! ** said his father, giving him 
a rap on the head. So the curate concluded the letter, 
which ended wi£h ^^ Mind you send Pierre.'' 

'* There ! ^* said Pierre, snapping his fingers with joy. 
'' She has said it three times." 

*' Are you sure, sir, you have read the name right ? " 
said Zabillet. '^ May it not be Jacquemin or Jeannot ?*' 

''Why, woman; one would suppose I could not 
readf cried the curate. ''And yet I have been 
thought to know something.'' 

"And besides," said Jacquemin, with a sigh. "I 
don't want to go. I should feel awkward in kings' 
palaccH, though I'm all very well among heifers and 
calves." 

" That's right, my boy," said his father, patting him 
on the back ; " you know your place and keep it ; " 
with which eulogium Jacquemin seemed gratified. 

" As for me," said Jeannot, pulling up his head, "my 
genius is for action ; I feel it." ♦ 

" At any rate, I must go," said Pierre, " for she says 
so three times." 

" Since she has said so three times, I suppose there 
must be something in it," observed Zabillet. " Does 
the Church say so, your reverence ?" 

" Why, in a case like this," replied he, " I think it 
only argues pertinacity." 
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'^ Joan never was an argaer in her life/' said Zabillet, 
" nor have I ever known her goilty of perspicacity ; but 
if the thing is to be, it is, — only we must have a little 
time to look about us, for the boys must have two shirts 
a-piece made." 

" Oh, mother ! ^^ interposed Pierre, '' don't let that 
stand in the way ! I can go as I am till I get there, 
and then perhaps the king will give me some of his old 
ones/' 

" Peace, sirrah ! " said Zabillet. " Do you think you 
are to appear before his Majesty like a beggar ? A fine 
opinion the queen's mother would have of me, if she 
came to look into your bundle ! I trust I know what 
is due to their Majesties ; and shall certainly look out 
some pieces and shape them for you before you stir firom 
this roof." 

''And I will sew and stitch them, mother," said 
Haumette, " for love of Joan." 

" Thou wast always an obliging girl, Haumette," said 
Zabillet ; and Pierre patted her on the shoulder, and 
whispered, " Sew them with a hot needle and a burning 
thread, for I long to be off." 

'' You none of you seem to consider," said the curate, 
" that they who walk in slippery places are like to fall. 
Joan's path is beset with clangers, and she asks you for 
your prayers. Unless, therefore, you offer them, not 
perforce and mechanically, but from the very ground of 
your hearts, you will have yourselves to thank for any 
mischief that befalls her." 

Having thus brought down their tone, he blessed 
them, and left the cottage. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

TO Joan^s impatience, it now seemed that mueli 
valuable time was being wasted. Men and pro- 
visions were being collected at Blois, and she longed to 
accompany them to Orleans. She plied Heaven with 
prayer and fasting, and she plied the king with impor- 
tunities for action. 

About this time, a Flemish gentleman at Lyons, 
named Rotslaer, wrote thus to a friend in Brabant : — 

" A young girl of eighteen, from Lorraine, is about 
the king, whom she tells that she will save Orleans and 
drive away the English ; and she says they will woimd 
her there with an arrow, but not mortally ; and that 
the king will be crowned this summer at Rheims : be- 
sides many other things which the king keeps to him- 
self. This girl daily mounts her horse, fully armed, 
with lance in rest, just like the king's other attendants ; 
and she fills all hearts with confidence.'^ 

This letter was dated April 22nd. 

One day, returning from church, followed, as usual, by 
a great concourse of people, Joan espied Jeannot and 
Pierre awaiting her at her door, one looking quite red 
and the other quite pale with emotion. Immediately 
they were embracing and kissing one another. 

" Joan ! O my sister ! can this be you ? " cried 
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Jeannot. '' I took you for a young knight^ in this rich 
doublet ; and yet^ thought I^ His the face of Joan. 
But how you are altered ! how improved ! '' 

'' I hope to say as much of you in a little wljile, 
brothers/^ said Joan^ ^^and you must not mind the 
breaking in/^ 

" Oh ! there's nothing I shall mind/' cried Pierre. 

'' That's the right way to take it/' said she. ^^ We 
don't come here to amuse ourselves, but to save our 
country, and that is no such easy work, however we 
may make the best of it. I have a great deal to say to 
you both, but first I want to hear all about dear home ; 
and you shall talk and eat by turns, for I am sure you 
must be hungry." 

So she told her page Louis, who was listening with 
all his might, and surveying the new comers with the 
most unabashed curiosity, to bid the maitre d'hStel send 
in some bread, meat, and wine ; ^' and then," said she, 
" you may stay away till I call for you." As soon as 
he was gone, she clasped her brothers' hands — ^^ Now," 
said she, ^^tell me about everybody and everything, 
down to the cat and magpie ; but especially about father 
and mother." 

The youths were not backward to obey these instruc- 
tions, and talked eagerly till a plain, plentiful meal 
was served. She helped them herself, and said, '^ Now 
it is my time to talk, that you may eat." 

''I am longing," said Jeannot, ^'to hear all you 
have to say." 

''The king," said Joan, ''who is a right noble 
gentleman, has been very good to me. He would not 
believe in me all at once, without a reason, and it was 
just and right that he should not ; but the Lord sent 
him a sign, whereby he knew he might trust me. But 

L 
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then the parliament and church were to be satisfied ; 
so I underwent a very rigorous examination. In the 
end^ all their doubts were removed^ so then the king 
gave me rank as a knight-banneret^ in token whereof^ 
ye may see my white silken banner. Also he appointed 
me a household^ and stables^ and a table^ as ye may see.^^ 

" Right good ones, too," said Kerre, joyously. 

^' It is not to be supposed/' continued Joan, ''that 
he does all this for nothing. He does it, not for value 
received, but for value to come. He expects I shall 
raise the siege of Orleans and crown him at Rheims, as 
I have said, and as I believe I shall do.'' 

'^ But how, Joan ? " said Jeannot, in perplexity. 

" That is not for you to ask," replied she. '' Rest 
content, and implicitly obey my instructions." 

" I am sure I will for one," said Pierre, very 
anxiously. 

" And I for another," said Jeannot. '' What shall 
we begin with ? " 

''Well," said she, smiling, "you must b^in with 
holding up your heads and not being so round-shoul- 
dered. (They both pulled themselves up.) Look 
about you, and you will see how the men here carry 
themselves. They are not a whit better-looking than 
you, but they have been drilled, and are skilled in all 
manly exercises. So must you be, if you would take 
place among them, for you have nothing else to look to. 
In birth, you are lower than any of them ; but you are 
my brothers, and that will make them respect you, if 
they see you respect yourselves — ^not else. They know 
I fear God and honour the king. They see I eat 
sparely, and scarcely touch wine ; they never hear a 
light or vain word from my lips. They will look for 
the like 'haviour in you." 
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Her brothers' faces grew rather long; for the re- 
sponsibilities of their position had not before dawned 
upon them. 

'* So you must behave as if the eyes of all France 
were upon you,'' said she ; '^ and what is more, as if 
the eye of God was ever upon you — which it is. And 
now, dear brothers, you shall have no more preaching, 
and I will help you to some of this pie." 

Pierre had been casting sidelong glances at it for 
some time, but he now partook of it with chastened 
moderation, and even said, "No, thank you," when 
Joan offered him a second helping. 

"And now," said she, " I will present you to my squire 
and to my two pages. The Sire d' Anion is a gentle- 
man to be respected as well as loved. I consider it 
very condescending of him to be my squire, and you 
must always treat him with reverence. I would not advise 
either of you, as a general rule, to talk too much or too 
loud, till you see how others talk and behave. That 
will give you leisure for observation. I very much 
regret, myself, that we are losing so much time here ; 
but for you it will be a good thing, because it will give 
you time to learn something of your new duties, before 
you are called into action. My two pages will be your 
chief companions, Pierre. They are of good birth, and, 
on the whole, are nice boys ; but they may try to lead 
you into mischief, and if they do, all I can say is, I 
shall hand you all three over to the Sire d' Anion, who 
will not be very scrupulous in your punishment." 

Pierre winced a little at this, and just at that mo- 
ment the formidable Sire entered and said — " Maiden, 
Queen Yolante has sent for you." 

" I attend her grace this instant," said Joan ; '^ and 
in the meanwhile, D'Aulon, you will direct my brothers 

l2 
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to some occupation. His Majesty has promised, as you 
know, that Jeannot, the eldest, shall he a man-at-arms ) 
as for Pierre, he must be a supernumerary page/' 

" I think the young gentleman cannot then be more 
fitly employed,^' said the Sire d' Anion, " than in doing 
what I have already set Raymond de Contes at, and 
which may be called the page's * first introduction to 
chivalry, namely, to tilt at a stout stake, with a staff 
first, and afterwards with an old sword or hatchet/' 

^^ There can be no better practice for him," said Joan ; 
'^ he may have the sword the governor of Vaucouleurs 
gave me, unless you can find him a worse." 

*' If you will follow me, yoimg men," said the squire, 
*^ I will but attend my lady to the castle, and will then 
find you good employment." 

The king was just then playing chess with the 
Duchess d'Alen9on, and at the same time listening to 
one of the envoys from Orleans. 

^' Now, what is it, man ? " he was saying, and at the 
same time holding a piece suspended between his 
fingers. '^ Nothing disagreeable, I hope ? Now, don't 
let it be anything disagreeable ! " 

The envoy looked crestfallen, and replied — '^ Then, 
sire, I know not what to say." 

Charles moved his piece, and then, turning round 
upon him, said quickly — '^ What I is Orleans lost ? " 

"No, sire," replied the envoy, dejectedly; "but it 
cannot possibly hold out many days longer unless suc- 
cours are soon sent." 

" Don't move that knight," said Charles hastily to 
the duchess. "I have lost my bishop owing to this 

* I use the word page as most familiar, but, in fact, damoiseau 
or valet were the terms used for it till the time of Philip de 
vComines. 



>3 



Nobly Won. 149 

fellow's talking. Well, my man, you say you want 
succours. It^s very easy to say so, but who is to send 
them?'' 

^' We had hoped your Majesty ^" 

'* Aye, aye ! you hope my Majesty . My Majesty 

has very little peace or quiet day or night, what with 
your hopes one minute and your fears the next. What ! 
you are short of provisions, hey ? 

^' And of men, your Majesty.^ 

'' The fewer the mouths to feed, my good fellow ! 
Now, how much money do you suppose there is in the 
privy purse ? Just four crowns I That's all I have to 
swear by. Duchess, you have puzzled me." 

'^ Had we not better suspend the game, your 
Majesty ? " 

^' This fellow's puzzle is worse than the other. My 
good friend, you think I am inattentive to you. Not 
in the least. Julius Csesar could do two things at once, 
and so can I." 

The envoy (he was Jamet de Tilly) looked as if he 
thought Charles the Seventh was not Julius Cajsar. 

'* Sire, the governor desired me to press upon you 
very movingly the distress of the town. Meji's spirits 
faint when their bodies are famishing : they may die 
behind their walls, but they can scarce defend them. 
A seasonable excitement, such as the news that your 
Majesty was coming in person ^" 

^^ Why, the Maid is coming in person, and is not she 
enough ! The Maid, with nearly six thousand men, 
and a noble supply of provisions ! " 

^' Ah 1 " said the envoy, earnestly, ^^ if it were not 
for these delays " 

" There shall be no more, my dear fellow ; the Maid 
shall start for Blois to-morrow." 



150 A Noble Purpose 

" May God in heaven bless your Majesty \'' said the 
poor envoy, flushing with pleasure. 

'^Yes, yes/^ said Charles, rising from the chess- 
board. '^ Duchess, I give you the game, — I should 
have won it but for this worry. The Maid, as I say, 
shall start to-morrow ; and when I say it, I mean it/^ 

The good news of the king's intentions quickly 
spread, and all was joyous preparation. Jamet de Tilly, 
before he and his fellow-envoy departed, had an inter- 
view with Joan, who asked him innumerable questions, 
and was not satisfied till he had enabled her to form a 
distinct picture of Orleans in her mind's eye. He 
spoke of the two great towers of its cathedral, soaring 
above the walls, and forming a landmark for miles; 
and of the great, yawning chasm in the bridge that 
spanned the Loire, on one side of which rose the 
famous English bastion called Les Toumelles. He 
said that though, indeed, the English had encircled 
the northern side of the city with their forts, yet its 
circumference was such that there were great gaps 
between them through which succours could pass, and 
that the forts were, in fact, isolated from one another, 
and required great resolution to hold ; so that he advised 
Joan to bring the succours on that side, rather than 
along the south bank, as she would then not have to 
cross the river under the fire of Sir William Gladsdale's 
soldiers on the south bank, and the besieged could sally 
out to meet her, and aflford the enemy a diversion. Joan 
stored up all this. And he spoke of the devastation 
committed on both sides by the use of cannon, which 
had its first successful trial in this siege, and was re- 
garded with immense terror; and he described the 
breaches it had made in the city walls, and how some 
of the English captains had made lodgments in the 
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ruins, and their men, ''in their usual manner/' had 
raised huts of earth to shelter themselves from the 
arrows shot from the battlements. She seemed to 
comprehend the whole situation so well, that the envoy 
thought, ''this woman has intelligence and decision^ 
and will needs do us good ; " and when he took leave 
of her, she said, — 

" Be of good cheer, and expect to see me soon in 
Orleans/' 

" I will, I will,'' said he, heartily ; " and mind you 
come by the north bank." 

And then she led a solemn procession to church; 
D' Anion carrying her white banner. Once and again 
she addressed the populace, and said — "People all, 
remember ye to pray for us." 

While De Metz was in the hurry of preparation for 
the journey, the boy Julian brought him a letter, ob- 
serving as he did so, that it had been left by a travel- 
soiled messenger from Auvergne. De Metz hastily 
desired him to stay the messenger, in case the letter 
required an answer, and then, after opening one envelope 
after another till he was provoked, came to — a single 
hair! In the innermost paper were the following 
lines : — 

" You asked me, centuries ago, for a lock of my hair, 
which I refused; but now that you are doing your 
devoir as a valiant son of France, I remember your 
wish and yet keep my word, for 1 think a single hair is 
quite enough for you. I send my good wishes to your 
lady-love, though she is not the one, if she is the other. 
I hope you will cut off the head of Glacidas. 

" RosAURfi DE St. Vidal." 
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De Metz, with a furtive light in his eye, and a smile 
that curled the ends of his moustache, penned the fol- 
lowing missive, and gave it in charge to the returning 
messenger : — 

'^ You are mistaken in thinking my love is no lady, for 
she is both one and the other ; however, her name is 
not Joan. I thank you for the hair, which I think I 
have already lost^^ {" that will make her savage," quoth 
he), ^^ and, in return, will leave you my heart, which 
you despised while I was alive, but may prize when I 
am dead. My page vrill take care you shall have it. I 
trust you will plant it in a flower-pot, and moisten 
it daily with your tears, which I shall prefer to your 
eating it with salt and pickles. 

^^ Your servant, but not slave, 

" Jean de Novelompont, de Metz." 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

THE little cavalcade did not start till the sun was 
well up, for they had to ride but twenty-five miles 
to Tours, and the king wished to see them off. That 
easy-going prince, attended by La Tremouille, and a 
few others, was early in the saddle, and saw the train 
file by him in the following order :— 

The Sire d' Anion, carrying the white banner unfurled 
to the wind. 

Joan, in full panoply, with a white surcoat, such as 
we see in the vignettes to Wiffen's " Tasso,'^ flowing in 
graceful folds over her plate armour. 

Father Pasquerel on a mule. 

De Poulengey and De Metz, well mounted and richly 
armed, with lances. 

Two heralds. 

The two brothers. 

The two pages, or valets, to use the old term. 

The maitre d'hStel, grooms, and De Poulengey^s page. 

In all, a very little party, as it struck the king, to 
save France. 

''Take care a hawk does not fly off with you. 
Maid ! ^' said he, cheerfully. " What should we all do 
then ? '' 

'' Have no fears for me, beau sire,^^ she replied, with 
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equal cheerfulness. '^ I shall be preserved, and preserve 
others/' 

Heaven grant it!'' muttered he, as she rode off. 

Surely something ought to turn up for me, con- 
sidering what a run of ill luck I have had ; for I impute 
my misfortunes to nobody, forgive others their trespasses 
and shortcomings, never bear malice, and love to see 
everybody comfortable. Is not that my character, De 
la Tremouille ? " 

When the little party had passed out of sight, the 
order of march changed a little. D' Anion furled the 
banner, as the wind made it troublesome, and the two 
Sires rode up close enough to join in conversation. 
Father Pasquerel was dilating on the miseries occasioned 
by the overflowing of the Loire, notwithstanding the 
strong dykes built on its northern side to protect the 
valley. 

As soon as the snow began to melt on the mountains 
in which the river rises, it began to inundate the 
country, sweeping away whole villages, and detached 
cottages, with all their inhabitants. Trees, haystacks, 
horses, cattle, infants peaceably sleeping in their cradles, 
were indiscriminately borne down the stream, while 
here and there some aged person was heard piteously 
calling for help, from some housetop, or the upper 
branches of a firmly-rooted tree. 

While the principal persons of the cavalcade were 
discoursing on this subject, Pierre, after wistfully 
eyeing the two boy pages behind him, one of whom at 
length made him a signal of invitation, dropped behind 
to them, leaving Jeannot to amble on by himself. 
Jeannot had quite enough to do to keep himself together, 
finding himself on a steady enough horse, and being 
inducted into a thick, leathern jack, over which he wore 
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an iron breastplate^ and on his head a morion^ or open 
helmet^ without vizor or beaver. He was armed with 
a lance and a sword^ and^ as he had not had time to assay 
either^ it troubled him much to think how he should 
handle them^ and he devoutly hoped that when the 
first brush with the enemy occurred, every one would 
be so occupied with their own part in the engagement, 
as to take no note of his deficiencies. Meantime, he 
made a soldierly appearance enough, and nobody 
guessed what inward misgivings were assaulting the 
poor fellow. 

Louis de Contes, who as yet had hardly exchanged a 
sentence with Pierre, began by asking him how old he 
was ; to which he, boy-like, replied, ^' Going on for 
fifteen.'' 

''I should have thought you were more,'' said 
Louis, who was bantering. " Should not you, Ray- 
mond ? " 

'' Oh, certainly," said Raymond ; " I should have 
thought him at least sixteen." 

'' Well, I am surprised at that," said Pierre, artlessly, 
" for at home I have never been counted tall." 

'' Perhaps because your brothers are still taller," said 
Raymond; ^'like strong Gyas and strong Cloanthus. 
Of course you know the allusion ? " 

" I cannot say that I do," said Pierre. 

" Allow me to ask, if it is not impertinent," said 
Louis, with an air of extreme civility, ^^ how do you 
spell your name ? " 

'' I don't spell it at all," said Pierre. 

'' Nay, but how should I spell it ? " 

'* Any way you like," said Pierre ; ^^ it's all the same 
to me." 

'' Surely that cannot be," said Louis, laughing. 
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^^ because it makes all the diflference whether you are 
noble or not/' 

'^ Oh, then, I can tell you in one word/^ said Pierre. 
^^ I am not/^ 

" It appears to me/' said Raymond, with affected 
gravity, "but I may be mistaken, that you do not 
happen to know how to read/' 

"You are quite right; I do not,'^ said Pierre. 
" But," added he, " I dare say I should if I were 
taught." 

This reply threw his companions into such fits of 
laughter that some of their elders looked round at 
them ; on which they were instantly as grave as 
judges. 

Pierre, emboldened by this, said, "Will you teach 
me?'^ 

" That would be rather too much to undertake," said 
Raymond, " and would abstract my thoughts too much 
from more important duties. I think it would be more 
in Father Pasquerel's line ; you had better ask him." 

" Oh yes ! I will," said Pierre, ^^ for he looks very 
good-natured." 

" I wonder, though," said Louis, " that when you 
lived at home, in that old castle of yours, the Sire 
d' Arc did not bid one of his chaplains to instruct you ; 
but perhaps you did not like to learn, and were allowed 
to have your own way, being the youngest." 

"My father is no Sire, but only plain Jacques," 
replied Pierre ; " and he does not live in a castle, but 
in a cottage." 

" Is it possible ? " exclaimed Louis, affecting the 
utmost surprise. " And where then did you get your 
good manners ? " 

" Oh ! they are cheap in my part of the country. 
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though they mayn't be in yours/^ said Pierre, smiling ; 
" r suppose you found them too dear, but I got mine 
for nothing/^ 

''Blows are cheap, though, in my part of the 
country,^' said Louis ; '' and TU give you as many of 
them for nothing as you like/' 

''Thank you, but I never take anything without 
paying for it,'' said Pierre ; " and I would rather pay 
even too much than too little, to a gentleman like 
you." 

" I'll remember that, next time I want a few marks," 
said Louis. " My father is noble, but poor." 

" My father is neither noble nor rich," said Pierre ; 
" but yet he is a good man for all that." 

"And a good judge of horse-flesh, too, no doubt," 
said Raymond. 

" Of a draught horse, may be," said Pierre, " but 
not of a fine war-horse like that my sister rides. 
Marry, I should like him to see her now ! " 

" Perhaps you would like him to see ymi now ? " 
said Louis. 

"Well, it seems a long while since I left home," 
said Pierre innocently, " and I should like to see him 
and for him to see me." 

" Home-sick ? " said Raymond. 
Not in the least," said Pierre, stoutly. 
Ah ! " said Louis, " such a home as I have left ! 
My father has a splendid old castle in Auvergne that 
has been in the family for several thousand years : the 
walls are draped with cobwebs and our ancestors' 
achievements. We have a dungeon three hundred feet 
beneath the level of the sea, choke full of dead men's 
bones." 

"Indeed?" said Pierre, who saw no reason for 
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disbelieving him ; ^^ then it^s a good thing there's no 
room for more/^ 

^^ Why so?'' 

'^Because I should think there must have been a 
great deal of indiscriminate slaughter." 

Here again the pages went into fits of laughter. 

^^ You stoop too much/' said Louis^ recovering him* 
self; ^^ a warrior should be as straight as his lance." 

Pierre knew this to be true, and therefore drew him- 
self up immediately. 

'^ I know I should make allowances for you," pursued 
Louis. '^Following a plough, dragging a harrow, 
drilling little holes in the ground, and dropping beans 
into them, of course tend to curve the shoulders. No 
offence, I hope ? " 

" None at all," said Pierre. " Pray, was any in- 
tended ? " 

His companions laughed ; and Raymond then said — 

" See, we are coming to some water. Now, mind 
you are not unseated." 

Pierre forded the river very well ; and then said to 
Louis — 

" Suppose, instead of mocking me, you were to tell 
me all you know of gallant knights and feats of arms." 

^^ With all my heart," said Louis. ^' The only diflS- 
culty will be to stop me when once I have begun. 
What shall I start with ? " 

'^ That old castle of your father's that has been in 
the family thousands of years." 

^^ Thousands? hundreds!" 

*^ Indeed you said thousands." 

^^ Ah, my boy, that castle is high, high up, quite in 
the clouds. My poor old father is in heaven ! " 

" Oh I — and the dungeon ? " 
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The dungeon is his grave. Mother Earth, you 
will allow, is choke full of bones/' 

Nay, then, there's an end,'' said Pierre, disappointed. 
On the contrary, I have not yet even made a 
beginning. Did not you want to know the institution 
and whole course of knight-errantry ? " 

^^ One law of knighthood is not to tell lies," said 
Pierre. 

"Do you mean that I have done so. Master 
Malapert ? " 

" Hallo ! " said Raymond, on the other side, " do 
you know you are insulting my brother-in-arms, whom 
I am bound to rescue, defend, and uphold on all 
occasions ? " 

"Whether brother-in-arms or baby-in-arms," said 
Pierre, stoutly, "he ought not to say thousands for 
hundreds." 

" A baby indeed ! " said Louis. ^' Why, I have a 
lady-love, and that's more than you can say." 

" Do tell me who she is," said Pierre, with interest. 

" Will you be secret ? " 

" Oh, yes I " 
The noble lady, Joan Dare." 
What I my sister ? Why, she is a great deal older 
than you I " 

" I prefer it. She is the liege lady of my affections. 
And you ? " 

" Oh 1 I've no liege lady." 

" Fie I you must have." 

" Then I'll have my sister." 

" Why, that is what little Jean de Saintre said to 
the Dame des Belles Cousines 1 " 

" Well, and will not she do as well as any other ? " 
Yes, yes j we will stand by her to the death ! " 
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And thus the boys prattled among themselves while 
Jeannot jogged soberly before them; and the Maid, 
the firiar, the two gentlemen of Barr, and the squire, 
held pleasant discourse in front. And thus they 
journeyed onward till they reached the pleasant river 
Loire, and saw heavy barges sailing up stream with a 
favouring wind, freighted with all manner of provisions. 

^^Ah,^^ sighed the firiar, ^^ would that those barges 
were bearing com and wine to the beleaguered city ! 
But they will only, at the farthest, reach Blois. And 
nqw, maiden, behold the distant towers of Tours 
Cathedral ! It was erected by St. Ludovic on the site 
of a house given to him by Cornelius the centurion.^' 

Joan heard and believed. And soon they were thread- 
ing the tortuous streets of the old town, preceded by the 
white banner, and attended by the chief magistrates 
and a tumultuous concourse of citizens. 
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CHAPTER XVII. 

IT is fine to enter an old fortified town at dusk, when 
its embattled walls, frowning towers, ponderous 
gateways, and irregular streets lie in deep shadow, 
broken here and there by red fire-light or yellow lamp- 
light flickering through the quaint casements of old 
toppling houses, or the passing flare of a flambeau or 
lantern, or the twinkling of some miserable little oil 
lamp before a shrine, or at an apple- woman's stall. 
Dark figures, mysteriously draped, pass hither and 
thither on unknown errands; we regard them with a 
pleasing awe, and wonder what have been their ante- 
cedents. When to these sights we add the accom- 
panying sounds — ^the grating of wheels, the patter of 
many feet, the hum of a thousand voices, boys whooping 
to one another through lanes and alleys, here and there 
a baby crying, a cat mewing, a guitar or violin playing, 
a beggar whining, a sudden chorus of street singers, 
a sudden glimpse inside a lighted church, full of people 
praying — the scene becomes one of enchantment. 

Perhaps some one who reads these pages may have 
dined at the table (ffhdte of some old inn on the Ehiue, 
when the Holy Coat was exhibited at Treves, and may 
have seen guests, waiters, chamber-maids, ostlers, stable- 
boys, everybody, suddenly rise from whatever they 
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were about^ and rush to doors and windows. A pro- 
cession of pilgrims has entered the square ; a priest 
of some distant village is leading his parishioners to 
Treves. They are dirty, travel-stained, and weary; 
they chant an inharmonious hymn as they pass ; every 
head is uncovered ; every one looks on with a strange 
kind of fascination, and wishes them good speed. 

Something like this was the commotion excited in 
Tours by the entry of Joan and her little band. She 
was the wonder of the hour : women looked at her with 
tearful eyes, and men regarded her with curiosity and 
reverence as she passed onward to the cathedral. There 
was no lack of attendance that evening at vespers. 

Afterwards, the grey-haired old provost, in furred 
gown and gold chain, feasted her and her companions 
with his best. But Joan reminded him it was a fast 
day, and would only eat a small piece of sweet marchpane. 
It behoved her, she said, to besiege and propitiate 
Heaven with much prayer and fasting. Then said the 
provost wonderingly to her — 

^' Maid, ye are full young to undertake this journey to 
a camp of rough men. Hast thou no mother, aunt, nor 
woman of mature years to afford thee countenance ? ^^ 

Joan replied, " My Lord will afford me countenance. 
I go to save France; and sure there be no sons of 
France who would harm or hinder me ? ^^ 

'^ Ah ! ^^ said the provost, shaking his grey head, ^' I 
wish all sons of France were as ye think ; but too cer- 
tain it is that in the camp at Blois are many, both men 
and women, who lead ill lives.'^ 

Joan said, " Women have no business there at all ; 
and if I find any such there as you say, I shall turn 
them out.*^ 

The provost, raising his eyebrows a little, and turning 
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to the Sire d'Aulon, said^ in a low voice, '^ Are you wise 
to take her on with jou ? can good come of it^ think 
ye?'' 

''What know I?'' replied D' Anion, in the same 
tone j '' I can but obey the king, and trust in God.'' 

" He who does so is wise," said the provost. " Then, 
maiden, since thou wilt neither eat nor drink, except 
what might suffice a sparrow, let my good wife lead 
thee to her withdrawing-room, which may please thee 
better than to look on while I care for more robust 
appetites." 

The old lady, who wore fur round her close-fittiug, 
black robe and cap, and who looked like a Dutch burgo- 
master's wife stepped out of her picture-frame, here 
rose, and taking Joan's hand in hers, led her out of the 
hall. And we, too, will leave the provost and his guests 
to their wine. By Joan's direction. Father Pasquerel 
called off the three boys to bed. 

It was one of the first really warm days of the season 
when they started next morning for Blois. The distance 
was thirty English miles. Light, fleecy clouds were 
gently chased overhead by the soft air ; the fields were 
faintly tinted with the tender green of the sprouting 
com, and birds were twittering ia every thicket. As 
they pricked over the plain, clear, trembling lustres 
flashing from their polished steel, they seemed bent on 
some fair tournay or joust rather than on a forlorn 
hope. But Joan and her companions were full of 
gravity. 

^^ It appears, then, father," said she, ^^ from what you 
tell us, that national sins have again and again been 
attended with national punishment, and that when the 
people of God have from time to time, as with oue 
accord, humbled themselves before Him and pleaded for 

M 2 



164 ^ Noble Purpose 

His mercy, He has been attent unto their prayer, and 
given them deliverance from their enemies/^ 

^^ Time would fail me if I tried to enumerate to you 
all the instances of it, daughter,^^ said Father Pasquerel. 

" Time, however, is not wanting at this moment,^^ 
said Joan ; ^^ and how could it be better filled ? " 

^^ Well, then,^^ said he, ^^ to cite but a few examples. 
The people of God, having intermarried with idolatrous 
nations in the days of the Judges, were given over into 
the hands of the Moabites, who oppressed them even 
worse than the English and Burgundians oppress us. 
On their humiliating themselves one and all before the 
Lord, however, it pleased Him to deliver them by the 
hand of a great captain named Othniel ; and the land 
had rest forty years. Again the people did evil, and 
again they were given over to their enemies ; again they 
cried with one voice unto the Lord, and He delivered 
them by the hand of a great captain named Ehud. That 
time the land had rest eighty years. We may suppose 
that generation to have died oflF. The next did no 
better than their fathers had done ; they provoked the 
Lord, and He gave them over into the hand of Jabin, 
king of Canaan : again they wept and lamented them- 
selves. This time, daughter, their deliverer was a 
woman I Her name was Deborah : she dwelt under a 
great tree '^ 

^^ Like the Fairies' Tree,^' cried Joan. 

" And she spoke to the chief captain (as you might to 
De Boussac), and bade him march with ten thousand 
men to Mount Tabor, and pour down upon the king^s 
host, who were assembled beside the brook Kishon in 
great multitude ; adding ^ the Lord will deliver them 
into thine hand.^ This pusillanimous general, however, 
refused to go unless she went with him^ on which she 
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rather contemptuously replied, ^ I will surely go with 
thee; notwithstanding, the journey that thou takest 
shall not be for thine honour, for the Lord shall sell 
Sisera into the hand of a woman,' " 

" Served him right/^ said De Metz. 

^^ I dare say he thought/^ pursued the friar, " that 
the woman spoken of was herself ; it was not so, how- 
ever. Barak, with Deborah at his elbow, went up to 
Mount Tabor ; and then she spoke smartly to him (as 
you might to De Boussae) and said, ^ Up ! for this is the 
day in which the Lord hath delivered Sisera into thine 
hand ! is not the Lord gone out before thee ? ' (Mark 
those remarkable words, daughter !) So Barak and his 
infantry rushed down from the heights and swept over 
the plain, as the Loire does when the snow has melted, 
completely overwhelming the enemy^s cavalry, and 
Sisera especially who had piqued himself so much on 
his war-chariots, actually found them of no ttse at all, 
and leaped out of his own, and took to his heels like a 
hare with the hounds after it ! '' 
Famous ! " cried De Poulengey. 

^^ And the woman ? '^ inquired Joan. 
The defeated general,^^ pursued Father Pasquerel, 

fled ever so far away, till he got to a wild, quiet sort 
of place, where was the tent of a poor, peaceable shep- 
herd. The man was not at home, but his wife was ; 
and Sisera, believing her friendly to him, asked her for 
shelter and concealment. She knew him well enough, 
and hated him ; so, when he asked her for a little water, 
she gave him some milk, and made believe that she 
wished him well, and made up a bed for him ; but 
directly he was asleep, she takes hammer and nail and 
strikes the nail right through his head ! — with such a 
will as to pin him to the ground ! '^ 



€( 



1 66 A Noble Purpose 



^^ Ah ! that was treacherous/^ was Joan^s comment. 
D^AuIon^s was^ " The nail must have been a long one.' 

^^ It was one of the long nails with which the tent 
was pegged to the ground/' said the friar. '^ And now, 
tell me^ have I given examples enow that the Lord's 
hand is not slack to save when men call upon Him for 
deliverance ? Time would fail me to tell of His people 
under their kings — of David, and Jehoshaphat and 
Hezekiah, and Josiah. Be assured, however, that the 
Lord's arm is not shortened that it cannot save," 

^^ Would," cried Joan, ^' that I might play the part 
of Deborah anew." 

" Aye, but the camp and nation must be purified of 
its sins first," said Father Pasquerel ; ^^ our Lord says, 
' it is of no use to call me Lord, Lord, if ye do not the 
thing that I say.' " 

^^ Clearly not," observed De Poulengey. 

"There is," pursued Father Pasquerel, who was 
himself an Augustine, " a mendicant friar of my order, 
called Brother Richard, lately returned from the Holy 
Land, who has had it revealed to him that marvellous 
things shall befall in the year of grace 1430; and 
another brother, named Bernard, predicts the imme- 
diate approach of the end of the world. His preaching 
has been blessed to the conversion of many souls in 
Italy, where his ministry lies; and as to Brother 
Richard, he is drawing multitudes of poor sinners to 
him at this moment, in Paris, where he preaches during 
Lent at St. Genevieve. His discourses, I am told, 
begin at five o'clock in the morning, and last till ten 
or eleven ; and there are always five or six thousand 
persons present."* 

* " Frdre Richard vint ^ Paris au commencement d'Avril, 1429, et 
commen9a a precher le 16 du meme mois a Sainte Genevieve,? &c. 
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" For myself/' said D* Anion, ^* a long sermon, good 
or bad, invariably pnts me to sleep — it is an infirmity I 
inherit from my father/* 

" Original sin is at the bottom of that infirmity,*' 
observed the friar j ^^ we all of ns inherit that from onr 
first father, bnt we are not therefore held guiltless. 

'^That is what I never can precisely understand, 
said the squire. *^ Be so good as to explain it to me in 
few words/* 

While Father Pasquerel was complying with his 
request, much debate was going on at Blois concerning 
Joan*s pretensions, and the reception that should be 
given her. 

The pleasant city of Blois hangs on the side of a 
steep hill which bends towards the river Loire in the 
form of an amphitheatre. The river is spanned by a 
heavy, solid-looking bridge, and along its bank runs an 
agreeable promenade shaded by fine trees : while the 
outline of the town is broken and dignified by the many 
roofs and gables of its old chateau, and by the spires of 
its Gothic cathedral. The upper part of the city would 
be inaccessible but for continual flights of picturesque 
stairs. 

In an old stone hall, containing little furniture except 
some heavy chairs and benches, round an old oaken 
table sat a group of King Charles's most noble captains : 
to wit, Mareschal De Boussac, Admiral D^ Culant, 
Captain La Hire, and the Sires De Retz and De Lore. 
Which of all these, think you, was the real, original 
Bluebeard of our nursery stories? It was Gilles de 
Laval, Sire de Retz, that handsome young man, with 

.... " et commen9oit son sennon environ cinq heures du matin, 
et duroit jusques entre dix et onze heures : et tousjours y avoit 
quelque cinq ou six mille personnes it son sermon." — Pi'ockSf i. 99. 
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the glossy blue-black beard and glittering black eyes. 
At the too early age of twenty, he had become pos- 
sessor of enormous wealth, and had run into strange 
excess of riot, but had not thereby been debarred from 
attaining to high military distinction. Soon after this 
time, he was Mareschal of France; eleven years only 
afterwards, he was put to death, for alleged sorcery, at 
Nantes. He was accused of putting to death hundreds 
of young children ; some said, to renew his youth by a 
bath of their blood ; * others, that he might write with 
it books of diabolical conjurations. 

^' Sirs V^ the Mareschal De Boussac was saying, " I 
have received advice from Chinon this morning, that 
the Maid slept at Tours last night, and is even now on 
her way to us.^^ 

^'Who or what is the Maid,^^ said the Admiral, 
scomftdly, ^^ that her coming should be of any moment 
to us ? She does not supersede you in the command, 

I suppose ?^^t 

'^ That is as may be,^^ returned De Boussac. ^^ The 
king has given her a banner, and she seems to be 
coming, in some sort, as his delegate.^^ 

'^ As well one as the other of them, I think,'^ said La 
Hire, bluntly. " The king^s field orders would do us no 

* This cry was raised against Louis the Fifteenth, doubtless 
without reason in both cases. " With the love of metaphor," says 
Dr. Challice, " peculiar to the lower orders of the French, as of the 
Irish, they exclaimed — * The king bathes in our children's blood ! 
his baths are our blood ! ' " — ChaUMs " Secret Hist, of the Court 
of France under Louis the Fifteenth" i. 294. 

t Non seulement le roi lui avait donn^ Tautorit^, d'un g^n^ral 
d'arm^e (ordinationem circd factum guerree), " combien que le roy 
eust encores de bons et de suffisans capitaines pour deliberer du 
faiet de la guerre, si commandoit il qu'on ne fist riens sans 
appeler la Pucelle." — Le Brun de CharmetteSy i. 433. 
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good, but his presence would animate the troops — this 
girPs interference is impertinent ; but the men believe 
her to be inspired, and, therefore, will fight under her 
as if possessed/' 

^^ I am not going to resign my baton to her, though,^^ 
said De Boussac, ^^ so I hope she may not find herself 
in a false position." 

^^ What matters it how the men^s spirits are raised?" 
said La Hire. ^^ Already many who. had gone home 
are re-assuming their arms for their country's cause ; 
they only wait for her to cheer and animate them." 

^^ Animate them and welcome," said the Mareschal, 
^' but to undertake anything in the nature of command 
will be simply ridiculous. I, for one, am not going to 
be led by a petticoat." 

^^ She wears male attire," observed De Retz ; " with 
her hair flowing over it, I understand, tied by a string 
or something."* 

^' What is her retinue ? " said the Admiral. 

"Two or three lances," replied De Boussac, "a 
chapkin, a squire, two pages, and a maitre d'hdtel,'^ 

" Her entry will be simple and unostentatious," said 
De Lore, ironically. 

" That depends," said De Retz. 

" Is she noble ? " 

" I am not sure how her name is spelt. I rather 
think it is only Dare." 

" Bertrand de Poulengey," observed De Lore, " who 
escorted her across the country, is as true a son of 
chivalry as ever lived. He is one of the king's equerries 
of the stable." 



* See a monument at Orleans, constructed in 1468, when her 
appearance was fresh in the minds of many. 
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'' He wears her colours of course ? '' 

^^ White is her colour, I understand. She wears 
white armour, a white surcoat, and has a white banner/^ 

^^ We must give her a good reception, at any rate/^ 
said De Boussac, ^^ since the king so wills it. Good 
quarters and a good table. Who knows but with this 
she may be content, as a good little girl should be, and 
leave us to do what is, after all, only men^s work." 

" Only," said .La Hire, smiling a little, ^^ we men 
have not been able to relieve Orleans." 

^' Nor will she, nor will she,'' returned the Marshal, 
quickly. " Notwithstanding all this foolery, nothing 
will be done. It is a grievous thing, sirs, but Orleans 
must fall ! " 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

THOUGH the chiefs had so little relish for her 
assistance^ they were forced to yield some out- 
ward conformity to the spirit of the citizens^ who were 
in a tumult of joy at the news of Joan^s approach. 
When, therefore, she drew near to Blois, she saw them 
coming forth to meet her with every outward demon- 
stration of respect, while the hearty, genuine cordiality 
of the multitude expressed itself in shouts that rent 
the air. As usual, her first object was the cathedral, 
whither she repaired, armed, but bareheaded, attended 
by an immense concourse of people. The citizens 
were forward to show their best hospitality to her and 
her train ; but her severe rule let her do little justice 
to their feast. She inquired, according to her wont, 
for some worthy dame of avouched respectability as her 
hostess, and was assured that she was to be the guest 
of the most honourable and esteemed lady in the town. 
She bade Father Pasquerel organise processions for the 
morrow, and sent one of her heralds to beg Mareschal 
De Boussac would come to speak to her without delay. 
He did so, accompanied by La Hire. 

"Beau sire,^^ said she, "you know my mission and 
my authority. I trust you are ready to escort the 
provisions to Orleans.^^ 
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^^ All in good time, maiden/^ replied Mareschal De 
Boussac, lightly. '^ It is our intention so to do ; but 
it will be no easy enterprise in the face of the English, 
flushed with recent success/^ 

^^ It will be your turn now," replied she, ^^ to be flushed 
with success ; for you will go forward in the name of 
the Lord — and at once ! " 

De Boussac^s colour r6se ; La Hire swore. 

^^Why do you take that holy name in vain," said 
Joan, looking firmly at him, ^'by which we hope to 
conquer ? Is that your reverence for your Captain ? 
You owe the God of Battles at least as much respect 
as you expect your men to show you I " 

^^ Maid, I am corrected," said La Hire. 

^^ Ah ! but," said she, earnestly, ^^ do not content 
yourself with merely abstaining from swearing when I 
am by ; but altogether." 

De Boussac burst out laughing. ^^Is my turn 
coming ? *^ said he. ^^ You may as well ask me to walk 
like a crab." 

Joan, however, continued to look at La Hire. 
Will you ? " said she. 

By my troth. Maid, I will," said he, abruptly. 
^^You don^t call that swearing, I suppose? It will 
be almost like talking Dutch, for I must learn a 
new language; howbeit, I will only swear by my 
baton."* 

De Boussac looked contemptuously ; but Joan s aid 
'^ God will bless you for it. And, I pray you, go to 
church. I did not see you there this evening." 

All the men laughed here, and De Boussac said, 
" You are in for it now." 

* Barante. 
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'' Never mind/^ said La Hire, stoutly, " she is a good 
girl, I can see with half an eye ; and I wish I were as 
sure of heaven.'^ ^ 

"We must talk of earthly things now,^^ observed 
De Boussac, with impatience; "and with respect to 
the convoy, it is im ^^ 

" Important that it should proceed without delay,** 
said Joan, " for the citizens are weak with hunger/' 

"Rest content," said De Boussac; "the men of 
Orleans shall be succoured ^^ 

'^ Yes ; but at once,'' insisted Joan ; " and along the 
northern bank." 

"My dear child," interrupted De Boussac, "with 
something of kindness in his tone, " what » should you 
know of tactics ? The Count de Dunois has expressly 
bidden us to follow the south bank. Leave these things 
to men who have studied them all their lives " 

" Only you have not relieved Orleans," she put in. 

" That's a stale answer," said he, impatiently. " To 
proceed along the northern bank of the Loire would be 
highly dangerous, and we should inevitably be cut oflF. 
I have no right to throw away the lives of the king's 
subjects in that way, nor any mind to risk my own in 
what would be mere folly. Content yourself with 
animating us by your presence, and cheering the men 
onward, and we will proceed, fair and softly, along 
the southern bank, and through the province of 
Sologne, where the bastilles of the English are weaker 
and worse guarded." 

" Nay, but," said Joan, " I will go with you along 
the north bank, or not at all." 

" This is sheer obstinacy," said De Boussac, heating, 
" and shows nothing but wrong-headedness. You want 
to provoke me to throw down my baton, I suppose." 
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" No/^ said Joan, '^ I want you to carry succours to 
Orleans along the north bank. That is all/^ 

'' All ? blel my soul ! '' 

'' My good girl -" interposed La Hire. 

'^ Dear captain/^ said she to him, " do you believe 
me sent by Heaven or not ? '^ 

He was silent. 

" I, Joan Dare, know nothing of the matter. I am 
simply sent as a messenger, to lead you to victory. If 
you do not believe in me, I have no more to say.^' 

"Well, but I do believe in you," grumbled De 
Boussac ; " at least the king does, which is to the same 
effect.'' 

" And do not the soldiers ? '' 

" Oh, yes " 

" Who put it into their hearts ? May it not have 
been the Holy Spirit ? May not the Lord have 
chastised the nation for its sins by these sad reverses ? 
and may He not be willing and desirous to show mercy, 
if so be we will but yield us humbly and penitently to 
His guidance, though it be but by the hand of a little 
child ? '' 

" Oh, if you are going to talk in that way '' 

" Ah, fair sir, beUeve in Him as I do ! '* 

" I wish / did,'' exclaimed La Hire, with an oath. 
" Oh, upon my honour, I didn't mean to swear ! " 

"Maid, you are very coaxing and very persuasive—— " 
began the Marshal. 

" No," said Joan, bluntly, " I scorn to be either." 

" Ah, well ; you must be tired with your journey. 
Pray, how did you leave his Majesty ? " 

"Very anxious that you should relieve Orleans. 
He expects it." 

" I hope his expectations will be gratified. Mean- 
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while we will relieve you of our presence ; thai will be 
a seasonable relief at any rate. So fair a lady must 
need to lay aside her armour '' 

" Sir^ I am no lady^ nor yet fair^ and I shall wear 
armour till Orleans is saved and the king crowned. 
Then I will go back to my sheep.'^ 

''Little girl, you are brave/'' said La Hire^ ad- 
miringly. 

''Ah ! '' said she, " I see you are going to be a good 
man ; you will leave off swearing and go to church.^' 

"Oh, ay; and do you, my child, remember me in 
your prayers ! ** 

"Certainly, sir, and the brave Marshal too. I have 
done so many times already. I have prayed for each of 
you by name, that God would cleanse your hearts and 
give you good desires.^' 

De Boussac here gave a kind of snort ; and, bowing 
low, took his leave. La Hire paused for a moment. 
I shall see you in the morning,'^ said he. 
Li church, then,'' said Joan, " for that is where I 
shall be; and afterwards in the camp. Oh, sir! I 
know you are loyal and brave. Do help to save our 
poor country ! " 

Why, that is what I live for ! " 
Aye, but it must be by means. One is to save 
Orleans ; another is to cleanse the camp by making the 
soldiers purify their hearts like dying men." 

"The . Come, I rfirfw'/ swear that time ! Give me 

credit for it, maiden ! You had better preach to them 
yourself, it is more in your line than mine ; and begin 
by telling them you have won over an old sinner like La 
Hire. Not that I am very old, neither ! Good night." 

He hastened after the Mareschal, who was striding 
towards his quarters. 
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" What say you to this girl ? ^^ began he. " There^s 
a mighty air of inspiration about her/^ 

'^ Oh ! she would talk one dead/' said De Boussac. 
'^That's the worst of people who have no manners/' 

*^ If she has no manners, it follows that she has not 
bad manners/' observed La Hire ; " and I do not see 
that manners, bad or good, have much to do with it." 

" Only this, that she will not hear what is to be said 
on the other side, and whatever may be alleged, passes 
it over and returns to the original thesis — that we must 
march at once, a^d along the north bank." 

" How do you mean to put her off ? " asked La 
Hire. 

'^ Simply by never minding her." 

" That won't relieve Orleans, though, as she said." 

'^ And as you said before her, my friend. I'm sick 
of that^stale answer." 

" I don't see what is to be done, though," said La 
Hire. The other made no reply, but walked on, his 
armour clanging at every step. 

^' What do you mean to do ? " said La Hire. 

The Mareschal replied — 

" Lead her a dance 
All about France. 
Out of France into Spain, 
And then back again." 

La Hire laughed, but said, " I don't think that will 
do." 

'^ I'll try it, however," said the Mareschal. " And 
now, will you sup with me ? " 

" Well, you know I live by rule ; but the rule is, 
never to refuse a good invitation." 

So they both laughed, and turned into De Boussac's 
lodging. 
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It may readily be supposed that there were in Blois 
swarms of ladies who were dyings as the saying is^ to hare 
a private view of Joan^ to look her well over, acquaint 
themselves with her voice, accent, fonps of expression, 
and ask her a thousand irrelevant questions. I wiU 
not say they aspired to ask her to a ^' disjune,^' more 
likely to spiced wine and comfits ; but at any rate they 
desired to show her the hospitality of the time and 
place, that they might in return have their curiosity 
and self-importance gratified. Nothing, however, was 
more out of Joan's way than a series of small evening 
parties, or parties of any kind, by whatever old-fashioned 
name they might be called : her object was, with the aid of 
Father Pasquerel, to call all the city to repentance, and 
if honourable women not a few importuned her with 
their visits, to be instant with them, in season, and out 
of season, that they should convert their husbands by 
their godly walk, not gadding from house to house, 
speaking things which they ought not, like tattlers and 
busybodies, but stayers at home, busying themselves in 
good works, and continuing in prayer and supplication 
night and day. It may be supposed that admonitions 
such as these were as acceptable, in many instances, as 
a biting north wind to a person with a bad cold ; and 
that sundry ladies with steeple head-dresses, or round 
tires like the moon, pronounced her a very set-up young 
person, vastly arrogant and disagreeable ; but yet there 
were others pricked to the heart, and infected by her 
enthusiasm, who fell into the processions formed by the 
Maid, her confessor, and all the priests of Blois, and 
perambulated the streets with them, chanting the seven 
penitential psalms. In addition to her banner, she had 
a standard, round which they rallied : it was painted 
with the Crucifixion. As for the soldiers. Father 

N 
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Pasquerel preached among them as Savonarola might 
have done, awakening a sense of sin that was vehement 
while it lasted, expressing itself in groans, tears, and 
smiting the breast. La Hire himself, a soldier from the 
cradle, was scarcely ever heard to swear, and was now 
and then to be seen in church. 

De Boussac readily acceded to Joan^s desire, that a 
letter should be written to the English chiefs before 
Orleans, summoning them to yield to King Charles all the 
cities they held in his realm. Instead of writing " restore 
to the king,^^ however, his secretary wrote ^^ restore to 
the Maid,^^ which she afterwards complained of. 

This letter was received with scorn and derision by 
the English captains, who returned for answer that they 
would bum the herald who brought it, as coming from 
a sorceress and witch. Notwithstanding this unknightly 
threat, however, which was not put into execution, an 
uncomfortable feeling of dismay and distrust arose in 
their minds as to her authority and mission j and the 
soldiers, especially, being more ignorant and super- 
stitious than their masters, were quick to believe that 
she was commissioned from on high, or leagued with 
the powers of darkness. 

Meanwhile, De Boussac, loath to encounter the 
English, yet wearied by the pertinacity with which 
Joan urged him to advance, really practised the artifice 
he had proposed to La Hire ; and, announcing that all 
was ready for the march, started with some of his 
troops and provisions, crossed the Loire with the Maid, 
and yet had the art to persuade her they were keeping 
along the northern bank. La Hire's heart smote him 
for joining in the deceit; and as De Poulengey and 
De Metz had not been of her council, they knew not 
she was in error. 
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For the greater part of three days, therefore, they 
wandered up and down the dreary wilderness of Sologne, 
than which it is impossible to conceive a district more 
arid, monotonous, and unproductive. Nothing met the 
eye but sand and furze, gravel-pits and lizards ; and the 
poor inhabitants seemed brutish and wretched. Joan 
passed the first night in her armour, in the open air, 
but it made her ill, and the next night they were obliged 
to supply a lodging for her. The priests of Blois, who 
had joined Father Pasquerel in this crusade, availed 
themselves to good purpose of these two days in preach- 
ing repentance to the soldiers. They led the way, sing- 
ing Veni Creator y and on the second day administered 
the sacrament in the open air. Once, Joan^s natural 
shrewdness nearly detected the secret of their route. 
She remarked on the smallness of the sheep they 
passed, and said they were no bigger than six-months 
old lambs. 

" And yet,^' said La Hire, " they afford us the best 
mutton in France." 

'^ One would think, then,^' said she, quickly, '^ that 
they were of the breed of Sologne ! " 

^^ This comes of talking to a shepherdess," thought 
he ; but he said nothing, and she suspected no evil, but 
began to wonder at the tediousness of their journey. 

" You will see Orleans," said De Boussac, '^ from the 
very next ridge \ " and encouraged by this, she rode on. 

" Oh !" exclaimed she, in indignation and grief, ^^the 
river lies between us ! You have deceived me after 
aU!" 

" Forgive me, maiden," said De Boussac. ^' It was 
by Dunois^ order ; and the feint was necessary." 

'^ It was injot ! " said she, with flashing eyes. '^ You 
have betrayed your trust ! " 

N 2 
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De Boussac made no answer. 

" See!'' cried La Hire, ''there is Dunois with yonder 
boats. Let us ride down to hear what he has to say.'' 

Dunois waved his hand joyously to them as they 
approached, and sprang ashore. 

" Right welcome, Mareschal ! " cried he. '' And you 
too. La Hire ! Maid ! you need no herald to announce 
you ! " 

" Are you the Count de Dunois ? " said she. 

'' I am," said he, '' and very glad of your coming." * 

" Was it indeed you," said she, "who directed us to 
come by Sologne instead of Beauce ? " 

"Such was," said he, "the advice of our wisest 
captains." 

"They were wrong, they were wrong," said Joan. 
" The Lord is wiser than they. You thought to deceive 
me, but you have only outwitted yourselves ! Let no 
time be lost now in embarking the supplies." 

" But a storm is coming on," expostulated De Boussac, 
" and the wind is contrary.", 

" The wind will chomge, faint-hearted man ! " said 
she, impetuously. 

" Well, well," said he, " there will be a downright 
squall, but, since you insist, I will give the necessary 
orders." 

And in a few minutes all was activity and commotion. 

" Mareschal ! " cried Dunois, excitedly, " the vnnd hcts 
changed!^' 

De Boussac started, and looked about him. "It 
certainly has," said he. 

* " Oui," reprit il, " et bien joyeux de votr© venue." 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE squall which the Mareschal had spoken of now 
came on in full force, bending the heads of trees 
violently to the ground as it swept on its course. 
Vivid lightning rent the clouds, and thunder rolled 
overhead, and though it was scarcely sunset, the gloom 
amounted almost to darkness. The advantage this 
gave them in embarking close to the English fort of 
St. Jean le Blanc, and the impressive fact of the wind 
having suddenly changed in their favour, were improved 
by Father Pasquerel and the priests of Blois, whose 
voices were heard above the storm, animating the 
soldiers by their exhortations. 

*' Mareschal, you are coming with us ? '' cried 
Dunois, eagerly. 

*' Certainly not,^' replied De Boussac, ^' my duty is 
to return for the other convoy.^' 

Dunois looked exasperated. 

" Are none of you coming to help us ? '' said he, his 
deep blue eyes glancing from one face to another. 

" Faith, I will,^^ said La Hire. *' Come, Mareschal, 
give me a couple of hundred lances.'^ 

" So be it, then,'' said De Boussac, '^ only I call it 
downright madness. However, good luck attend you. 
You are embarking under the very nose of St. Jean le 
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Blanc, and the English will pour their fire into you 
directly you are off. Your beef and mutton will soon 
be eaten, and then you will thank me for having gone 
for a fresh supply. Some of those barges will go down 
if you overload them so. Was ever such a hurricane ? 
I can scarce hear myself speak. Farewell, Maid ! 
You are a stout heart, at all events. Cheer up the 
besieged, and say I am bringing them succours. Mind 
that horse, sirrah \ you^ll throw him down. He'll 
walk the plank well enough if you are steady. Dunois, 
I really think — ha, ha ! there goes my plume. Well, 
the English will hardly come out and look after you in 
such weather as this, that's one good thing. Adieu, 
De Poulengey ; adieu, De Metz : ye are true hearts. 
Farewell, La Hire, old friend ! Father Pasquerel, since 
you will have the priests of Blois, see to it they do the 
only good they can, and keep up the excitement.'' 

De Boussac, thus talking while others were doing, 
watched the embarkation and then instantly marched 
his troops homewards, telling something within him 
that he was doing the very best thing possible — 
which that something within him seemed rather to 
doubt. 

Meanwhile, the heavily freighted barges were sailing 
before the wind under cover of the advancing night ; 
and Dunois' spirits rose like those of a boy. He was 
now twenty-five years of age, and the bravest knight in 
France ; inheriting much of his mother's beauty, but 
having no earthly parent to thank for his goodness and 
spirit. It would be very easy to sink him into a mere 
hero of romance, a purpose I utterly disdain: his own 
good deeds are his praise. 

^^ Maid ! " said he, " you will save us ! God shows 
you to be His angel of deliverance by making the winds 
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speed us on our way, and concealing us from the foe by 
clouds of darkness/^ 

" But how bad it was of the Mareschal to go back/' 
said Joan, " and to deceive me by coming through 
Sologne ! '^ 

'^ You must forgive him/' said Dunois. "We really 
had pre-arranged it/' 

" The Lord has taken the matter out of your hand/' 
said she, reproachfully. "You need nothing but to 
obey Him. What are your earthly generals, in com- 
parison with Him ? " 

" Certainly," said Dunois, " it must be admitted that 
though we have many brave captains, we have no con- 
summate general." 

" You will be one, shortly," observed La Hire. 

" I ? " said he, impatiently. " A man without ^ 
name ? " 

" You will make yourself one, that will go down to 
future times." 

" Heaven grant it ! " said he. " We seem to be less 
than men, when we look to a woman to help us." 

" My strength is in the Lord of Hosts," said Joan. 
" You know well that I can do nothing of myself." 

"I can hardly believe the strange things I have 
heard of you," said Dunois; "they sound like the 
old romances that one reads in the window-seat of 
some old castle. Can it be that you were only a 
shepherd-girl of Domremy ? " 

" Truly I was none other." 

" And the holy saints came and spoke to you ? " 

" They gave me a message to the king that I should 
raise the siege of Orleans." 

" But how ? " 
Be patient, time will show." 
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He looked wistfully at her ; there was no trace of 
deceit. But he thought she might be an innocent 
enthusiast. 

The storm had now spent its violence, and the moon 
now and then appeared for a moment, as if travelling 
fast through the troubled clouds that swept the sky — 
fitftdly revealing the dark outlines of the city, the 
cathedral, and the heavy old nineteen- arched bridge, the 
chasm in which was frowned over on the southern side 
by Sir William Gladsdale^s fort, '^ Les Toumelles.'' 
There lies Glacidas,'' said Dunois, in a low voice ; 

and there, on the bank, is the famous bastion the 
English call ^ London.' '^ 

Joan and her companions listened with breathless 
interest as he related, in subdued tones, the story of 
the siege, and strained their eyes as though they would 
pierce the gloom as he pointed out the dimly-discerned 
objects. A light that twinkled on the bank was sud- 
denly concealed : they thought they were watched, but 
they floated quietly on. Joan asked whether there 
were any good woman in Orleans with whom she could 
lodge. 

A lodging is provided for you,*' replied Dunois, 

in the Rue du Tabourg, at the house of the Duke of 
Orleans' treasurer, Jacques Bouchier, as respectable a 
man as any in the town. His house is close to the 
town wall, by the Porte Renard; and his wife Colette, 
and his daughter Charlotte, will treat you like a 
daughter of the house.'' 

" But is there room," said Joan, '^ for my brothers, 
for the Sires De Poulengey and De Metz, and for my 
other attendants ? " 

*' Yes, yes," said Dunois, " there is accommodation 
for you all." 
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''What is that?'' said she, starting violently, as a 
heavy sound broke the stillness. 

'' That/' said he, smiling, '' is a cannon-shot, which 
we have become accustomed to, though you, perhaps, 
hear it for the first time." 

She said, " It is very terrible, and very grand." 

They were now winding among the low, long sand- 
banks or islands that began to be seen dimly heaving 
in narrow, yellow lines firom the river, and on winch, 
if they had fixed, they might have remained till 
morning, to fall an unresisting prey to the English. 
Happily this fate was averted by careful pilotage ; and 
as they stole along, nearer and yet nearer the city, and 
within range of the English guns, the silence was so 
intense that Joan's quickened ear could distinctly catch 
the low ripple of the water against the side of the barge, 
making soft music. It was what the Italians call a 
supreme moment. All at once they were startled, .as if 
by a shot, by all the church-clocks sounding the first 
stroke of eight, led by the heavy-booming cathedral 
beU— 

'' Swinging slow with solemn roar." 

At the same time, the English drums began to beat 
to quarters— a summons evidently responded to in an 
imruly manner by several convivial spirits. Guard was 
relieved ; flambeaux and lanterns gleamed from tower, 
bridge, and bastion, and sent long, perpendicular, red 
reflections to the river below. On the town side of the 
Loire was heard a continuous hollow murmur as of 
thousands of persons speaking under their breath ; a 
woman's call in some distant street of '' salt fish, salt 
fish ! " that sounded like a wail or cry. No bark of 
dogs ; they had all been eaten ! 
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A little shock against the bank, — a rope thrown, — 
and they were fixed. A crowd of persons, who seemed 
to have been silently watching them, now pressed 
forward. 

^' Is she here ? — ^Where is she ? ^' they eagerly 
whispered. 

"Here; she is here," said Dunois, putting Joan 
into the extended arms of the brave old governor, De 
Gaucourt; and tears coursed down the old man^s 
furrowed cheeks. 

" God bless you, my dear ! ^^ was his homely welcome, 
as he took the unyielding steel-clad figure of the girl 
to his heart. She put her head on his shoulder for an 
instant, and gave one little quivering sob; for her 
feelings were highly wrought. But it would not do to 
weep then ! 

" The Maid is come ! the Maid is come ! '^ screamed 
several scarce human-sounding voices. Oh, what a 
cry rang through the famished city ! It seemed 
to give one great sob, and then burst out into an 
ecstasy of rejoicing. But the sob and the laughter did 
not cease there : it rose wilder and louder — the sick 
and wounded dragged themselves from their beds to their 
casements, and leant out crying — " What is it ? what is 
it?^^ "Joan the Maid! Joan the Maid!'^ "O 
merciful Father ! ^^ 

The tumult grew wilder and wilder as the news spread 
to distant quarters. Every alley, court, and lane poured 
its tributary stream into the main streets. " Joan the 
Maid ! " " Joan the Maid ! ^' passed from mouth to 
mouth, in frantic accents. " Blessed girl ! where, 
where is she ? ^' cried the women ; and some of them 
faint with hunger and long suspense, fell into hysterical 
fits of laughter; while men covered their faces and 



Nobly Won. 187 

wept. All the cliurcli bells were set clanging^ the 
cathedral became one blaze of lights and priests and 
choristers hurried on their surplices for " Te Deum/* 
The English, startled at the uproar, were beating to 
arms; and now and then a rocket came whizzing 
through the air. 

Meanwhile, every one was pressing to see, to touch 
the Maid, as, mounted on a noble white charger, whose 
housings swept the ground, she entered the gates (for 
she had landed outside the walls), and slowly made her 
way to the cathedral, with Dunois, on his black war- 
horse, on her left-hand, and followed by " les vaillans 
seigneurs de sa suite,'^ * and by the officers and soldiers 
of the garrison. The citizens, the troops, the women, 
the children, all held themselves delivered now she was 
among them, and were anxious to look on her, and 
touch her, as some sacred thing. Happy to have one 
glimpse of her glowing, kindly face, and bright eyes 
shining with tears, they carried home fabulous reports 
of her beauty. The tide rolled on to the cathedral, a 
far more ancient pile than now exists under that name, 
and rich in storied windows of painted glass. There 
they sang '^ Te Deum,^^ as well they might. 

Had it not been for the lean cheeks and hollow eyes 
of all and sundry, it might have been thought the old 
city was wholly given over to joy and festivity. But it 
was the joy of hungry people who trusted to be fed on 
the morrow, and of citizens, closed seven months within 
their city gates, who expected soon to be free. 

The Sire de Gaucourt had made a great supper for 
Joan, and would have led her to it as soon as the service 
was over ; but she said, " Dear sir, I cannot feast in a 

* Barante. 
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starving city; the meat would choke me. Give my 
share to the poor ; and, if it please you, let me go to my 
lodging/' 

The governor looked a little disappointed, but said — 

" Well, well ; since ye will have it so, it shall even 
be as ye say/' 

So she rode, with Dunois still at her side, and her 
train close following, to the Rue du Tabourg; and 
the people shouted '^ Vive la Pucelle ! '' and " Vive 
Dunois ! '' 

Jacques Bouchier and his wife were well pleased to 
receive so honourable a guest. The house no longer 
stands, though one on) its site is shown for it. The table 
was covered with the whitest of damask, and with some 
old-fashioned pieces of plate ; and De Foulengey and De 
Metz were not sorry, when Dunois was gone, to see one 
or two smoking hot dishes make their appearance. 

But no hospitality coidd tempt Joan to do more than 
mix some wine and water in a silver cup, and break 
some pieces of bread into it, on which she supped ; and 
this was the first food she had taken that day.* It 
had been arranged that she was to sleep with Charlotte, 

* "Apres que la Pucelle fust entree k Orleans le Vendredi, 
29e jour de TAvril de I'ann^ 1429, par la Porte Bourgogne, 
accompagn^ des bourgeois et gens d'armes qui estoient all^ a sa 
rencontre jusqu'4 Checy, . . . . ils Taccompagnerent tout le long 
de la grande rue qui traverse la ville, et la conduiserent depuis la 
porte Bourgogne jusqu'apres de la porte B^iard en Fhostel de 
Jacques Bouchier,'pours lors thr^sorier du due d'Orl^ans, ou elle 
f eust honorablement re^ut et log^e avec ses deux freres, et les deux 
gentilhommes et leur valet, qui estoient venus avec elle du pais de 
Borrois. On lui avoit f aist appareiller a souper bien et honorable- 
ment; mais elle fist seulement mettre du vin dans une tasse 
d'argent, ou elle mist moiti^ d'eau, et cinq ou six soupes dedans, 
qu'elle mangea, et ne prist austre chose tout ce jour, pour manger 
ni boire, quoiqu'elle euste 4iU tout le jour a dieval : puis s'alla 
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Bouchier^s eldest daughter; and, as she retired with 
her for the night, De Poulengey, holding out his hand 
to her with a cheerful smile, said — 

" I think you have reason to be satisfied with this 
day^s work/' 

" Ah ! what do you call work ? '* said she. " Mine 
is but just beginning/' 



coucher en la chambre qui lui avoit est^ ordonn^e : et avec elle 
estoient la f emiue et la fille du diet thr^sorier, la quelle coucha avec 
la dicte Jeanne." The distrustful reader will thank me for 
verifying details here and there. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

IT is high time to quit the shadow of the fleur-de^ia, 
and see what is doing in the English camp. This 
was no just and necessary war, and therefore we did 
not deserve to win : on the other hand, our captains 
were brave, able men, infinitely superior to the French 
leaders, who were fitter for the tilting-ground. But 
then, look at the common men ; the English battalions 
were made up, Monstrelet says (who saw them), of the 
mere refuse of our country — literal food for powder: 
the French men-at-arms, like Jeannot Dare, fought 
for home and hearth, mother and sister, father and 
brother, every personal belonging, down to cat and 
magpie. We know how that feeling will carry on. 

Besides, we English were much too cruel. We had, 
it may be said, national honour to redeem, royal 
patrimony to reclaim, insults to avenge, and so on; 
but there was too much thirst for annexation; and 
what chiefly led us on was downright love of fighting 
and of getting the upper hand, under the conviction 
that Englishmen coidd literally do no wrong ; and the 
actual cruelty with which Edward the Third and the 
Black Prince had carried this out, made their shining 
qualities all the more dangerous, for those who followed 
the black plume and surcoat swam after them through 
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a sea of blood. (French metaphor again; sacred to 
the memory of Bluebeard.) 

Sir Willfam Gladsdale^ who held Les Toumelles with 
five hundred knights, had been supping that evening 
with some of his friends. There had been a sally from 
the town; and though it was only a feint, to divert 
attention from the embarkation, and had led to no 
other result, it was talked of as an unsuccessfril attempt 
of the besieged ; and the news just brought in that a 
considerable body of French had been seen in ftdl 
retreat towards Blois through the Sologne, helped to 
enliven them. There was a nice little saddle of 
Sologne mutton, and a boards head, and a dish or two 
of herrings, for supper; and it was laughingly observed 
how glad the poor rats across the water would be of 
the bones. Joan^s impertinent letter from Blois was 
spoken of with disgust and scorn — ^^ So low ! ^* they 
called it. They laughed at the mess she had made of 
their names; and Gladsdale's free translation of the 
following passage was received with literal shouts of 
merriment. " If you will not believe the word of the 
Maid, we will cut our way right through you, meet 
where we may, and make such a tow-row as there has 
not been in France these thousand years ! ^^* 

" Make mince meat of us, in fact,'^ said Sir Thomas 
Scales, laughing. 

€ir William Gladsdale was still chuckling at the joke, 
when a distant uproar caught his ear. " In the name 
of wonder what noise is that ? ^* said he. 

What noise? ^^ said they all, stopping short. 

Don't you hear that uproar across the water ? " 






* "Et ferons un ei grand ha-hay, qu'il n'y en a pas eu en 
France depuis mille ans." 



A 
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Just then a squire came in^ looking much excited. 

'' Sir WiUiam, there is something going on in the 
town/' 

'^ No need to tell us that/' said Sir William^ hasten- 
ing out, followed by his guests. " What is it ? '' 

'^ We fancy,'' said the squire, hesitating, ^' that we 
hear them cry * La Pucelle ! '" 

" You don't say so ! " cried Sir William. " What, 
the milkmaid? Beat to arms, you fool ! " 

They listened eagerly for a moment, and could dis- 
tinctly hear the cry. 

'^ How on earth could she have got in ? " said Glads- 
dale, looking at Sir Thomas Scales. ^^ Perhaps on a 
broomstick, for that is your witch's fayourite equi- 
page." 

*' I could swear it was not during the sortie," said 
Sir Thomas, ^^ for we watched the gates as a cat does a 
mouse-hole." 

** It must have been during the squall. Perhaps she 
blew it up ! " 

'• 'Tis no good," said he at last, after listening long 
and uneasily to the susurra of the multitude. '^ The 
fools are too busy with their merry-making to come 
out to-night. Spoil their sport by a shot or two, and 
then turn in." 

Early next morning, before his eyes were well open, 
he caUed out to his squire in attendance — 

*' Jasper, what news ? " 

" A letter has just been shot across the chasm, at- 
tached to an arrow," said Jasper. 

^^ Give it me, then. ' To Glacidas.' Ha, ha, ha ! 
from the lady herself; very politely requesting us to 
raise the siege, or she must proceed to extremities. I 
am a&aid she will be reduced to that alternative." 
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He laughed contemptuously^ and began to dress 
liimself. 

'^ Depend on it/' said he, '^ that now they have this 
hussy among them, the world will hardly be big enough to 
hold them. Has she brought them supplies, think you ?'' 

''An impudent varlet/* replied Jasper, "just now 
distinctly bawled across, ' We have plenty to eat ! ' '' 

" Ha ! saucy dog ! Just like their insolence. No 
reinforcements, I conclude ? '' 

" A messenger from St. Jean le Blanc has just come 
'in to say that about two hundred lances embarked there 
yesternight, and ascended the river under cover of the 
darkness.'^ 

" And do you mean to say," cried Sir William, red 
with anger, " that the garrison of St. Jean le Blanc 
never struck a stroke to hinder them ? '^ 

" They were overawed," said Jasper, " for the lances 
were backed by a considerable force uioder De Boussac 
himseK." 

'' Tut, tut ! they made a bad job of it," said 
Gladsdale. " No doubt the lances covered the girPs 
embarkation. However, I am not going to be fright- 
ened by a woman. What of our men ? " 

" They are very much impressed by her arrival." 

"Impressed! — that means depressed, I suppose. 
The boobies ! you must hammer it well into them that 
she is nothing in the world but a witch." 

" Yes, Sir William ; only witches are rather awkward 
customers " 

" Pooh, pooh ! they can do nothing save under certain 
conditions ; and hurt themselves, I suspect, more than 
any one else, poor wretches ? " 

" The men, however, say that though they fear no 
earthly foe, they are not prepared to fight the devil." 

o 
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I see I must speak a word to them myself/' sidd 
Gladsdale. " Here, give me my belt. I will step out 
and look about me/' 

'^ See, see, she comes ! '* cried Jasper, in excitement. 
" The Maid is on the bridge ! '' 

Sir William eagerly looked out. '^ I see no wo- 
man,'' said he. 

'^ She is in male attire," said Jasper. '^ Do you not 
see that stripling in the white surcoat 7 That is she." 

" By St. George ! " and after another earnest look, 
he hastened out of the fort ; and there they stood, face v 
to face, on opposite sides of the broken arch, with the 
eddying stream between them, like Wallace and Bruce 
on the banks of Carron. 

Joan was looking about for him; and as soon as 
Dunois said ^' That is he ! " she raised her Toice, and 
cried — 

^^ A toi, Glacidas I In the name of the Lord, raise 
the siege and march back into your own country ! " 

" Ho, ho, ho ! Hear her ! hear her ! hear her ! " 
was the derisive answer. " Oyez, oyez, oyez ! " 

" You may scoff, vain man," said she, colouring very 
much, " but the Lord hears you. He has promised I 
shall raise the siege, and I would fain do it without 
bloodshed." 

'^ At her, boys, with your tongues ! " said Gladsdale. 
'^ This is too ridiculous for any other answer." 

So one began to sing derisively — 

" ' Where are you going, my pretty maid ? ' 
'I'm going a-milking, sir/ she saidj " 

while another bellowed ^' Milk I any milk?" and then 
began to low like a cow and bleat like a sheep, in which 
he was joined by many an English bumpkin, who had 
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been taken from the plough and the fold to fight King 
Harrv^s battles in France, and who now cheered one 
another on with shonts of laughter. Joan began to 
cry. They could see her brush the hot drops from her 
eyes, and immediately began with, '' Oh, the pretty 
dear ! spare her feelings ! Oh, how sorry we are ! 
WeVe affronted the milkmaid ! ** " Milk ! milk ! any 
milk ? '' " Oh, we are so frightened ! Here's the girl 
as fed pigs come to raise the siege of Orleans ! '' 
'' Ha, ha, ha I Ho, ho, ho ! Ha, ha, ha ! " 

Gladsdale roared with laughter, and if scoffing and 
jibing could have opened the gates of Orleans, they 
would soon have marched into it. 

'^ This is intolerable ! '^ cried Dunois, indignantly. 
''It is worse than being pelted with dead cats and 
rotten eggs. Come away, they are going on from 
fun and mockery, to wicked words you should not 
hear.'' 

So she turned away with crimson cheeks, followed by 
cries of '' Prithee, stay ! now, don't be frightened," &c., 
which delighted Sir William Gladsdale in the highest 
degree, as he thought his men, by seeing how vulner- 
able the Maid was to sarcasm, would lose their super- 
stitious dread of her. 

Dunois was nettled, and said, — '' This was altogether 
a false move of yours, as I told you it would be. Where 
are you going next ? " 

" Oh, to prayers ! " said Joan, as if in surprise there 
could be a question on the subject; ''and then to 
council. Tell the chiefs I want to see them." 

So the chiefs met her, very sullen at having to obey 
such a call, and much disposed to put her down at the 
first word. 

'^ Sirs," said she, " here I am in Orleans, to help you 

o2 
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at your wish ; and withoat delay we mast attack the' 
English/' 

'' There are two sides to that question^ Maid^'^ said 
Pe Craneonrt^ coughing a little ; '' we do not wish to be 
precipitate/' 

"Why, what am I here for?'' said Joan. "I am 
not going to play at fighting, but to fight in earnest ; 
and I desire to send my herald Ambleville forthwith to 
the camp of Sire Talbot/' 

'' Ah but. Maid, I haye no mind to go," said Amble- 
ville, who ventured on an insubordination to a woman 
he would not have dared to exercise to a master, because 
he thought he saw the chiefe were on his side, and would 
uphold him. ''The person of a herald is sacred," 
pursued he, "wherever warfare is conducted on the 
pure principles of chivalry ; but these barbarian English 
have not the least respect for them, and threaten to 
bum my brother-herald, Guyenne, for having borne 
your former letter. This is a &te I have no mind for." 

"You need not be afraid, Ambleville," interposed 
Dunois, " for I have spoken so roimdly to them, declar- 
ing I will retaliate on the English heralds we have in 
our hands, that they will not harm a hair of Gruyenne's 
head." 

. " No, no," added Joan, " they will harm neither you 
nor me. Merely go and tell Talbot to arm, for that I 
shall arm also, and to draw out his forces before the 
town, where if he takes me pmoner, he may bmn me, 
if he will ; but if I overpower him, he shall raise the 
siege and quit for England with all his men." 

"And you may tell him' from me," added Donois, 
" that I shall detain the heralds he has sent to treat 
for ransoms, as hostages for your safety and that of 
Gruyenne. 



}} 
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On this mission^ Ambleville very reluctantly prepared 
to depart ; but a warm debate first ensued whether he 
should be allowed to do so. La Hire and Florent 
d^Hilliers were on Joan's side ; Dunois sided with the 
other chiefs, who thought the message inopportune. 
But Joan was unpersuadable, and the Sire Guillaume 
de Gamaches, seeing that she was gaining her point, 
rose from the council-board in passionate anger and 
said — 

'' Since men of ripe experience are absolutely going 
to yield their better judgment to that of a raw slip of 
a girl, rather than of a chevalier like myseK, I shall 
not contest the matter longer. In proper time and 
place, my sword shall speak for me, and perhaps may 
lead me to my death ; but my king and my honour will 
require it. Henceforth, however, I roll up my banner, 
and become no more than a simple squire. I can fight 
under an honest man, but not under a girl, who comes 
from nobody knows where.'' 

Boiling up his banner, he gave it to Dunois. He 
received it with a start, and looked full of concern ; for, 
though he thought Joan was acting unadvisedly and 
precipitately, he had great faith and hope in her. 

" This must not be," said he, abruptly. " Gamaches, 
give me your hand, — and you. Maid, give me yours. 
Put aside all this heat and obstinacy till we can afford 
to lose two such true hearts. Come, make it up; 
embrace, and have done with it." '* 

Gamaches made an awful grimace, but complied ; and 
Joan, feeling that she might have been urging her own 
ardent will too much as if it must needs be the will of 
Heaven, was talked over by Dunois into conceding the 

* '' n le fit baiser en la joue la Pucelle, ce qui firent les deux 
avecrechin." — ViedeQamache*. 
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point. He^ on his part^ promised to show the utmost 
alacrity in attacking the English^ directly the right 
time should come ; and engaged with her faithful squire 
D'Aulon^ who took a deep interest in this scene, in 
which her reputation was so much involved, to go to 
Blois, and hasten the reinforcements. 

So with this amicable arrangement, the council broke 
up; La Hire fanning himself and declaring she had 
made him as hot as July. After this, she mounted her 
white horse, perambulated the city, and reconnoitred 
the enemy^s entrenchments, accompanied by the gentle- 
men and ladies of the place, and a crowd of the 
populace. 

Sunday, the 1st of May, was kept holy, with much 
prayer and confession. On Monday, Joan and La Hire, 
De Metz, De Poulengey, and a good proportion of the 
garrison, saw Dunois and D' Anion on the road to Blois. 
It was a lovely spring morning, and as they traversed 
the devastated plain, where, a year ago, had smiled the 
garden, orchard, and vineyard, here and there a self- 
sown garden-flower that had escaped the spoiler^ 
bloomed beneath their horses* hoofs. Not an English- 
man stirred : the grim bastilles were full of watchful 
eyes, but not so much as an arrow whistled through the 
air to annoy them, going or returning. It was strangely 
exhilirating, this promenade miKtaire, in full sight of 
the enemy, close to danger without the least brush 
of it. 

Louis de Contes, rather wide of the mark, said to 
Pierre, " This is war; how do you like it? *' to which 
the other more truly replied, "Very much.'* These 
boys were very sorry they had not been present at the 
battle between the French and English pages, which 
had recently taken place, iu which a little fellow had 



Nobly Won. 199 

particularly distinguished himself^ whom La Hire 
called Curly-pate, or Golden-locks.* 

As Joan looked towards the city on their homeward 
course, she observed to La Hire that there must be an 
extensive view from the cathedral towers, and that she 
should like to see it after morning service. 

'^ You and I, then," said he, '' will go up together." 
Accordingly, La Hire bent his steps towards the 
cathedral about the time he thought prayers would be 
over, but he found a Via Cruets had begun, which Joan 
and her companions were attending ; and as he had no 
mind for it himself, and was just then at leisure, he 
seated himself on a bench under the wall at the west 
end of the nave, absently gazing on the bright sunlight 
as it poured in many-coloured streams through the 
painted windows in the choir, and hearing the distant 
voice of the priest as he led the penitents to the different 
stations representing the various stages of our Saviour^s 
progress, from the judgment-hall to Calvary. They 
paused at each station to repeat certain prayers, sing 
certain hymns, and hear certain appropriate exhorta^^ 
tions. Three priests and several choristers were in 
attendance; and, owing to Joan^s presence, the con* 
gregation was unusually numerous. Aft they crossed 
from one station to another. La Hire saw Father 
Pasquerel, Joan, and De Poulengey, suddenly and in 
succession, step into bright simlight for a moment ; and 
he could not but be struck by the heavenly expression 
of the hollow-eyed Augustine, the noble, imaflfected 
piety expressed in the countenance of De Poulengey, 
and the absorbed look of the girl, whose cheeks were 
wet with tears.* 

• Cap-dorat. 
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Some sad, sweet memory of liis early boyhood, when 
he, with his mother, had attended a Via Crucis, crossed 
the mind of the ragged warrior. It was Father Pas- 
querel's tnm to exhort, and the attention of De 
Poulengey seemed so fixed, that La Hire was impelled 
by curiosity to draw near and hear. 

" We know,^* Father Pasquerel was saying, " that 
there must be infinitely more difference between the 
Redeemer and ourselves, than between ourselves and 
the smallest fly. True, we have souls, which flies have 
not ; but suppose, for argument sake, a fly to have a 
sold, to be susceptible of our exquisite pleasures and 
mortal agonies, of our black remorse and fell despair. 
You would take a curious kind of interest in it, but in a 
superior sort of way. What if it were proposed to you 
to save its soul by the sacrifice of your own life ? Yet 
how much less were this than what Christ has done for 
you ! " 

This simple image had a strong effect on La Hire. 
Again,'^ said Father Pasquerel, after a pause, 

suppose a foot-soldier fighting at dreadful disad- 
vantage with three bloodthirsty foes, who have inflicted 
several terrible wounds on him alieady. He has hewn 
down one, thrown off another, but is got under by the 
third, who is on the point of giving him his coup-de^ 
grace. All at once, some one behind and above him 
snatches him round the body, drags him into his saddle, 
and gallops off with him into the rear! It is his 
captain-general, who hastily embracing him, leaves him 
in safety and returns to the fight. Now, Christ is the 
captain of our salvation ! and when He sees us borne 

* "EUe pleurait aux offices, et tout le monde pleurait." — DSpos, 
de Compainff, dumoine tP Orleans, 
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down by our three deadly foes — the world, the flesh, 
and the devil — and knows we are fighting His battle, 
does He look on an uninterested spectator ? Not He, 
my firiends I I tell you. He dashes into the thick of 
the fray, to snatch them from destruction and place 
them in safety. Yes ! and they shall swell His train 
when the Lord comes with ten thousand thousand of 
His saints, in the clouds of heaven, to judge the world 
that lieth in sin ! *' 

This was enough for La Hire. He stepped into the 
shade, and raised his hand upward, whispering with 
great fervour, ^' Jesus, I am Thine ! 



}} 
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CHAPTER XXI. 

I 

MEN were not so awfully afraid of being too good in 
those days as they are now — a fear of which there 
is very little need, if they would look into their own 
hearts and tempers. Too good ! why, poor La Hire could 
remember a hundred instances in which he had been 
very bad indeed, and which he had no wish to palliate, 
in spite of excuses which we cannot plead. He started 
as if he had been shot, when Joan, who thought he was 
waiting for her, touched him on the arm and said she 
was ready to go up the tower. 

" Certainly, certainly,^' said he, brought immediately 
down from his altitudes to those of a commoner 
description ; and the next minute, he, De Poulengey, 
and De Metz were following her and the verger up the 
steep stone stairs. 

Arrived on the flat roof of the tower, they all 
exclaimed with joy at the prospect of the country which 
lay before them as on a map ; while immediately 
beneath them lay the city, revealing heaps of ruins 
where it had suffered most from the English cannon. 
To the north were the Earl of Suffolk^s redoubts, near 
enough to each other, as Joan had already seen, to 
render any attempt to bring supplies into the town on 
that side extremely dangerous, though it was one of 
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her fixed idea4s. On the other side the river were the 
bastilles and boulevards* of Sir William Gladsdale; 
and La Hire pointed out to Joan the banners of the 
different commanders^ and showed her where the 
auxiliary forces had lain till the Duke of Burgundy had 
withdrawn them in pique. His own troops in garrison 
were^ as she said^ like a little flock of kids. The sun^ 
blazing overhead^ in a sky of dazzling blue^ flecked 
witli white clouds that were driven by a brisk wind, 
revealed the most distant objects with clearness. The 
east was bounded by the immense forest of Orleans, 
which, even at the present day, contains ninety- four 
thousand acres, planted with oak and other valuable 
trees, and which then sheltered abundance of wolves and 
wild boars. . To the westward, thev could trace the course 
of the majestic Loire for many leagues, winding among 
desolated vineyards and corn-fields, and fed by many a 
tributary stream, like the blue veins on a lady's hand ; 
and the verger pointed out the junction of the little 
Loiret with the Loire. To the south, their eyes ranged 
over a wide expanse of fiat country without any feature 
of interest, being that ill-conditioned, unprofitable dis- 
trict of Sologne in which they had so lately discon- 
solately wandered. 

" I am glad I came up here,*' said La Hire, " for 
now we can see the enemy's weak points ; " and he 
discussed them with his companions, who heard him 
with intelligent attention. La Hire was a veteran 
leader, who could tell of many a well-contested field \ 

* '^ Esp^ces de bastions dont Tenceinte, en g^n^ral carr^e, et qui 
pouvait contenir cinq a six cents hommes, pr^sentait un rempart 
en terrasse, garni d'un parapet et des embrasures pour les pieces 
d'artiHerie, et assez ^lev^ pour ne pouvoir etre gravi sans ^chelles." 
— Le Brun de ChaittMez^ i. 121. 
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but he owned that it was a very difficult matter to have 
to do with the English, who never knew when they had 
had enough. 

This was Monday. On the following day, Tuesday, 
the 3rd of May, was held the Fete de la Cathedrale, 
which, owing to the influence of Joan and of Father 
Pasquerel, was kept with uncommon solemnity, and 
made a day of prayer and intercession as well as of 
thanksgiving. La Hire felt a desire to wipe out that 
heavy score of oflFences which, all at once, he had begun 
to feel very burthensome ; but to set about it like an 
ordinary person was not to be expected of him. 

'^ I tell you, father,^* said he, as he paced the aisle 
with Father Pasquerel between services, '' if you will 
but let me pray in my own way and my own words, 
pray I will ; but Latin prayers I cannot and will not 
abide. Firstly, I cannot remember them ; secondly, I 
cannot understand them ; and thirdly, I donH feel them. 
But directly I heard that girl speak of and to the Lord, 
as one who understood French, and who was not only 
up there, but down here, 1 felt I could follow her!*' 

'^ Pray in French, then, by all means," said Father 
Pasquerel. '' There is no occult virtue in Latin ; and 
our Lord Himself, when visibly on earth, spoke in 
Greek, which was the common parlance of the time and 
place. It is not the words you pray in, but the things 
you pray for, which are of consequence ; and the Church 
has given us a sound form of words, in order that we 
may not pray amiss.** 

" The Church,** said La Hire, " may use the words 
she understands, but they are no good to me who do not 
imderstand them ; therefore I will none of your Ave 
Maria or Paternoster. By your leave, father, I will 
pray in French, or not at all,** 
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'' See/^ said the friar, stopping short, and laying the 
open palm of his hand on La Hirers breast ; '^ you and 
I are walking together, and we are also talking together. 
Now, if you and Jesus walk together, you must also 
talk together, or you will soon have had enough of one 
another's company. But one thing is clear — ^that if 
you do not walk together you cannot talk together at 
all ! How long is it since you confessed ? '' 

'' About ten years.'' 

" Ten years ! " exclaimed Pather Pasquerel ; for he 
was not detaching him from the only Christian church 
he knew of, but attaching him to Christ. '' That is a long 
while indeed, my son, and you ought to be very thank- 
ftd to our patient Lord for not cutting you oflF in the 
meantime. Suppose you were to ask a soldier how 
long it was since he had answered the roll-call, and he 
were to answer ' Ten years ! ' " 

'' I see clearly I have been remiss," said La Hire, 
'^ and will go to it at once if you like ; only let us make 
short work of it. It is impossible I can recollect every- 
thing I have done very bad, or only rather so, in that 
space of time. Mine has been a soldier's life, there- 
fore you had better just call over the sins soldiers are 
particularly tempted to, and I'll say yes or no, as the 
case may be." 

"Another service is just beginning," said the friar; 
'' but after it, you will find me in the confessional." 

'' I will come to you there then," said La Hire, '' and 
make a clean breast of it; after which, I dare say I 
shall feel as comfortable as a poor fellow who gets a 
warm bath for the first time in his life." 

As Dunois and D' Anion continued their course 
together, it would have been strange if the young count 
had stinted his questions to his old squire, concerning 
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Joan, of whom the latter had now had an ample oppor- 
tunity to form a correct opinion. All that D' Anion said 
of her tended to convince Dunois that she was a girl of 
singular purity, simplicity, and integrity, who would 
scorn to feign an impulse she did not feel, and whose 
common sense on general subjects seemed inconsistent 
with mysticism and fanaticism. As this completely 
tallied with Dunois' preconceived opinion, and as frank* 
ness and probity were qualities he especially admired, 
he very freely threw himself into her cause, and resolved 
to carry out her wishes, though he still thought her no 
tactician. 

He found he had done wisely to undertake this 
journey to Blois ; for the captains, and, above all, the 
Chancellor, were questioning the expediency of sending 
any more succours to Orleans. Dunois vividly repre- 
sented that all would be lost if they failed to support 
it now ; and if Orleans, why, then the country and 
kingdom, for it would be like opening a sluice which 
would involve a general inundation. D'Aulon raised 
his steady voice in confirmation of the young man^s 
eager protest; and, won over by their prayers and 
assurances, they at length consented that the second 
convoy should depart on the morrow. It was stronger 
than the first, and the garrison of Orleans, with La Hire 
and his two hundred lances, could second it better. 
There were flocks and herds, and many heavy waggon- 
loads of provisions ; but what of that, with Dunois, 
De Boussac, and " Bluebeard^' for their guard ? 

On their way to Orleans, news was brought to Dunois 
that Sir John Fastolfe, the hero of herrings, was en- 
gaged in like manner with himself, in transporting a 
second supply of provisions to his allies. 

On the morning, then, of Wednesday, the 4th of 
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May, De Poulengey brought Joan the joyful news that 
the conyoy was aj^roaching by way of Beance. She 
was hurt at having no official notice of it sent direct 
from the chiefs, but immediately despatched him to 
La Hire to say she was ready to accompany him 
towards Beauce, to meet and guard the convoy. Soon 
all waa busy and joyous preparation ; Father Pasquerel 
and the priests of Blois took the lead, like the priests 
of Jehoshaphat, who '^went out before the armyy**^ 
and issued firom the city directly the gates were thrown 
open ; and as on that former memorable occasion, so 
on this — ^not so much as a dog wagged his tongue 
against them. I am not romancing; I am putting 
together two incontestable historical facts. You may 
consult the Bible and Barante. Here was the Earl of 
Suffolk with some thousand men, declining to come 
(^ut and cut off a few hundred, looking almost as incon- 
siderable as a flight of swallows, as they crossed the 
vast area and threaded their way between the bastilles. 
"Les Anglais ne bougerent point.^' A little while 
before, two hundred English had scattered at least 
eight hundred French ; they tell it against themselves. 
What checked the English now ? They had a vague 
awe of something supernatural they cared not to meet. 
So the little band cantered forward, vigilant but not 
afraid, and when they were clear of the bastilles, and in 
sight of the dust caused by the flocks and herds, they 
laughed with joy and congratulated one another. 

"Well/' said Dunois, riding gaily up to them, '^here 
we are, and by way of Beauce ! Our redoubted foe. 
Sire Fascot, is similarly occupied for the English ! '^ 

" Dunois ! Dunois ! '^ cried Joan, eagerly, " I charge 
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you, as you hope for heaven, to let me know of the 
approach of this Fascot I If you do not, I will have 
your head struck oflF/* 

He laughed, but promised she should know. 

Great were the rejoicings in Orleans when the flocks^ 
herds, waggons, and troops safely passed through the 
gates. 

Encouraged by the inaction of the English, some 
men-at-arms and citizen-volunteers sallied out that after- 
noon, of their own accord, without consulting their chiefs, 
as was too much their practice, and penetrated as far 
as the bastille of St. Loup, one of the strongest forts on 
the north side of the river. The assault was fierce, but 
without any direction or method. They carried the 
first boulevard, but were then driven oflF by superior 
numbers, and compelled to take flight towards the 
town, some of them even entering it, and running 
through the streets. 

Joan, knowing nothing of the sortie, had gone to the 
cathedral, and then home to her lodgings; and feeling 
tired with her morning's ride, she got D* Anion to 
unarm her, and then went and lay down on her bed, 
Bouchier's wife remaining with her. 

D'Aulon, feeling rather sleepy also, for the weather 
was now warm, and he had gone through a good deal 
during the last few days, thought he too would take 
a nap, and for that purpose disposed himself on a 
'' couchette.^' He was just beginning to nod, when 
Joan suddenly started up in great agitation, and said — 

" In the name of God, my council tells me that I 
must go out and meet the English ; but I do not know 
whether I should go to their bastilles or to meet Fascot. 
You must arm me at once.'' On which, D' Anion, 
rubbing his eyes, hastily began to obey her orders. At 
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this moment a great uproar was heard in the streets^ 
and a voice was heard to cry, '^ It is all going against 
us ! the English are upon us ! '^ 

" Hear that ! " cried Joan, ^^ the blood of our people is 
flowing ! Oh ! why was not I summoned ! This has 
been ill done. To arms ! to arms ! My horse ! '^* 

Running down stairs, she found Louis de Contes at 
the door, amusing himself. 

'^ You naughty boy ! ^^ cried she, angrily, " why did 
you not come and tell me that the blood of France was 
being shed ? Quick, quick ! my horse ! '* 

Jeannot, who was better at deeds than words, had 
already run off for it, and was now bringing it round. 

'^ Now, my banner,^^ said she. " Run up for it, 
Louis." And looking upward, she saw Bouchier's wife 
at the window. 

^^ Dear dame," said she, ^'pray hand it me down." 

So Bouchier's wife and Louis handed from the window 
the white banner, which Joan unfurled for herself, and 
then she immediately rode off towards the Porte Bour- 
gogne, from whence the din of battle seemed to come. 
Just as she reached it, a citizen grievously wounded and 
bleeding profusely was carried by her. 

*' Ah ! " exclaimed she, " such a sight as that makes 
my hair stand on end ! ^^ 

Waving her banner aloft, she spurred onward into 
the very thick of the fight, her long hair streaming 
behind her; and directly she appeared, a loud cry 
arose of " The Maid ! the Maid ! " At the same time, 
Dunois, who had been equally unwarned of the fight, 
rushed to the scene of action. The current turned : the 
French, who were in full retreat, faced about and made 
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a second attack on t^e bastille of St. Loup^ from which^ 
unfortunately for the English^ its captain^ Sir Thomas 
Gerard, was accidentally absent. Talbot and other brave 
commanders hastened to the rescue; but look-outs 
were stationed on the church-towers, who informed the 
governor of every fresh reinforcement, which he accord- 
ingly met by additional succours, so that Talbot found 
himself faced by De Boussac, De Retz, the Sire de 
Graville, the Baron de Coulonges, and a crowd of 
chevaliers and squires, among whom, you may be sure, 
De Poulengey and De Metz were distinguished. Three 
hours the terrible contest raged \ but at last the bastille 
was carried. Nearly all the unfortunate Englishmen 
within it were put to the sword ; a few saved themselves 
by putting on some church vestments they happened to 
find: no prisoners were made. Talbot drew off his 
troops in great mortification at the issue of the fight. 

This is the Talbot, afterwards Earl of Shrewsbury, 
whom Shakspeare makes to say — 

" My thoughts axe whirled like a potter's wheel ; 
I know not where T am, nor what I do : 
A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our troops, and conquers as she lists/' 

And, to conclude, — 

" 0, would I were to die with Salisbury I 
The shame hereof will make me hide mv head ! " 

{Alarum, Hetreat. Exeunt ta,&>ot and his forces. 

Our sympathies must follow him, in so far as he was 
a brave man. 

Joan, returning victorious to the city, said, ^^ We must 
attack Suffolk to-morrow.^^ 

" No, no, Joan," said Dunois, '^you must rest content 
for a while, with this brilliant success." 
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^^ Ah V^ said she, ^' to-morrow is Ascension Day ; we 
will give it all to prayer ; but on Friday we must attack 
SuflFolk.'^ 

And she spoke openly of her intention to do so, and 
said no man should follow her banner who had not pre- 
viously confessed \ so that the priests had a busy time 
of it on Holy Thursday. 

In the morning, La Hire came to her. 

'' Joan,'' said he, '^ a war-council is being held, and 
it is determined that to-morrow morning we shall attack 
the bastilles on the north, but only as a feint to cover 
an attack on the south bank, and endeavour to clear 
the road to the friendly province of Berri.'' 

'' Ah ! '' said she, quickly, '' you would not summon 
me to your council because you knew I should say we 
must attack Suffolk on this side the river.'' 

"I come to summon you to it now," replied La 
Hire ; ^^ and indeed, Joan, it is not customary to admit 
young girls to councils of war." 

'^ Did I not turn the fortune of the day yesterday ?" 
said she. '^ And was De Boussac the worse for coming 
by way of Beauce ? Go to ! you are but men. You 
know in whose name I conquer. I can do nothing of 
myself." 

" However," said La Hire, earnestly, '^ you will not 
refuse, I hope, to come; nor to go out with us to- 
morrow ? " 

^^ No," said she, ^^ I will not refuse, but you straiten 
the Lord's mercies. You would rather bend His purpose 
to yours, than yours to His." 

With this reluctant consent. La Hire was obliged to 
be satisfied. 

On joining the council, they endeavoured to conceal 
the second part of the project from her, but she knew 
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it already, and said with anger, ^^ Tell me what you 
have settled ; I can keep greater secrets than that, if 
need be/^ Dunois with great diflSculty pacified her ; 
but she reiterated her declaration that she would join 
none who did not first confess. She set the example 
herself, and received the communion. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

WE are going to have two days of hard fighting ; 
and as this is less in my way than in Joan's^ I shall 
do as she did coming from VauconleurSj and put myself 
under the conduct of two distinguished noblemen, who 
will bring me safe through ; the first of these is Earl 
Stanhope, the second De Barante. The incidents are 
so romantic, the issue so singular, that I have little to 
do but to follow their lead. 

Coming events cast their shadow on La Hire, who 
thought that now, if ever, must be the time to pray, yet 
whose untutored soul knew little how to set about it. 
Looking earnestly up, with fervour not irreverent, he 
exclaimed, — '' My Grod, do for me this day as I 
would do for Thee, if I were God, and Thou wast La 
Hire ! '' 

Joan was greatly troubled that so many men had, on 
Wednesday, been sent to their last account unconfessed. 
De Poulengey, at her desire, made for her a third copy 
of her letter on Thursday, and she took it herself to the 
verge of the broken bridge, and had it shot across to 
Gladsdale's fort, calling out, — '' Read it I ^* A volley 
of abuse was her answer, and she was called names, 
which made her quickly turn away in tears. 
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" Ah, Saviour ! '* said she, '^ you know they are 
nothing but lies/^* 

At daybreak on Friday, she and the principal chiefs 
crossed in a boat to a little island on the south side of 
the river. They placed two boats between it and the 
southern bank, to serve as a bridge. The English had 
four bastilles on this side — St. Jean le Blanc, the 
Augustines, the Toumelles, and St. Prive. 

Their alarm on seeing the approach of Joan was so 
great, that, instead of disputing the passage, they forsook 
the bastille of St. Jean le Blanc, and retreated to the 
Augustines and the Toumelles. 

The French captains, elated by this advantage, were 
actually willing to content themselves with it ! The 
English, encouraged by seeing them return to the 
island, set up loud cries of derision, and abuse, of Joan. 

'^ Come,^^ said she to La Hire, '' let us have a brush 
at these English ; *' and springing into a little boat with 
him, she and he drew their horses after them by their 
bridles. They couched their lances, and rode full tilt 
at the soldiers, who scampered back into their bastilles. 
These two were joined by De Retz {diet Bluebeard), 
and others then quickly came across, and pushed on 
with them to the palisades of the bastille Augustines, 
every one trying to keep up with Jo^n.f 

The Sire d^ Anion and a Spaniard named Partada 
had, meanwhile, been left in charge of the bridge of 
boats. A man-at-arms was hastening across it to join 
the rest, when they asked him to remain and help them 
to defend the boats. 

* " Ah, Messire," dit elle, "le Roi des Cieux voit que ce ne 
sont que des menteries I '^ 
t " C'^tait a qui marcherait le plu8t6t avec la Pucelle." 
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That would be doing nothing/^ said he. 
It would be doing a good deal/^ said Fartada^ " for 
it is very important the retreat should not be cut oflf. 
Other brave men think it worth looking too/' 

On a contemptuous reply from the man-at-arms^ 
Partada felt his honour touched, and said^ " See which 
of us will attack the bastille best/^ Taking each other 
by the hand, they raced ofiF towards it, leaving poor 
D' Anion in sole charge of the bridge. He set off after 
them, lea\ing the bridge to take care of itself. On 
reaching the palisade, he found a gigantic Englishman 
defending one of the passages. D'Aulon called up a 
famous master-gunner, a Lorrainer, named Maitre 
Jean, who had been greatly wronged by the English 
during the course of the siege, and wanted to pay 
them off. Here was a good opening — " He settled this 
Englishman,'^* and, at the first throw, left him dead on 
the earth. The Spaniard and his companion darted 
through the passage, all the others after them — the 
bastille was carried by storm. 

There was awful slaughter. Joan desired that the 
bastille should be burnt to the ground, that it might 
not again afford cover. She was wounded in the foot, 
and had fasted all day, because it was Friday ; but they 
had the utmost difficulty in prevailing on her to return 
to the town for the night, and only on condition that 
they remained where they were. 

Here was the day over, but the programme had not 
been carried out. The attack had been concentrated on 
the left bank ; no sortie had been made on the right. 
When Joan found this the case, the council excused 

♦ " n ajusta cet Anglais ! " K the British Lion had but to 
paint this combat ! 
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themselves by saying it would not have been prudent to 
endanger the city by weakening its garrison while the 
bastille was being attacked. 

" Yon have your advisers,'^ said she, " I have mine. 
You may depend upon this, that the word of the Lord 
will hold good, and the word of man will fail. Let 
us set to work early to-morrow, — I shall have a great 
deal to go through, — more than I have had yet, for I 
shall be wounded/' 

The counsellors, whose strength was to sit still, put 
their heads together when she was gone, and agreed, 
that whatever she might intend, she should not cross 
the river the next day with the artillery and garrison. 
For this purpose, De Gaucourt undertook to keep the 
keys of the Porte Bourgogne, which she would seek to 
pass, and resolutely refuse to have it opened. 

She made ready in the morning, and was preparing 
to start, when Jean Bouchier, her host, who was cheap- 
ening fish at the door, said, — 

" Joan, stay at home to-day, and we will have this 
shad for dinner.'^ 

^' Keep it for supper,^' said she, gaily, ^' and I will 
return by way of the bridge, and bring an English 
prisoner to help. eat it ! '^ 

She mounted and rode oflF, attended by her men-at- 
arms and a crowd of citizen volunteers. At the Porte 
Bourgogne was old Gaucourt, obstinately determined 
she should not go out. 

At your peril 1 ai your peril ! ^' said he. 
You good-for-nothing man ! ^' said Joan, " whether 
you will or no, we will pass ; and the men-at-arms shall 
win the day again, as they have done already." 

The soldiers and citizens pressed around him, with 
threatening, impatient faces; and, quite against his will. 
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De GaucoTirt found himself obliged to pull out the keys 
and let them pass. At the same time^ the citizens pre- 
pared to attack the Tournelles on the side of the broken 
arch ; though they did not actually do so till much later 
in the day. 

The Bastille des Tournelles was now the only one left 
to the English on the south bank^ for they had with- 
drawn the garrison of St. Prive; but it was their 
strongest. One side, as we know, reared its massy, 
towering wall over the broken arch — on the land side 
it was intrenched by a formidable bulwark, and deep 
fosse : and, in front of this fosse was a boulevard, which 
must be carried before the bastille could be reached by 
its assailants. Sir William Gladsdale and his five 
hundred knights, the flower of our chivalry, held the 
bastille, which was well supplied with artillery. 

The attack began at ten o^ clock, on the morning of 
Saturday, May 7th, exactly a week from the day of 
Joan^s arrival, it was led by herself, by Dunois, De Retz 
(recollect who he is), De Gaucourt, De Graville, De 
Gintry, DeVillars, Du Chaillu, De Coaraze, D^Hilliers, 
De Thermes, De Gontaut, Admiral Coulant, La Hire, 
Saintrailles. Heavy odds for us. The English, says 
French Barante, defended themselves with a courage 
and hardihood that nothing could shake. They plied 
their assailants with cannon and showers of arrows ; 
and when the French planted their scaling ladders, they 
attacked them with axes, mallets weighted with lead, 
and " guisarmes.^^ 

About eleven o'clock, Joan, who had never ceased 
encouraging the men on by telling them the time was 
at hand when the English would be discomfited, seeing 
that they were growing weary and relaxing their efforts, 
seized a ladder, planted it, and was beginning to ascend 
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it, when an arrow shot her in the neck, just above the 
shoulder, and went quite through, coming out at the 
other side. With an involuntary cry of pain^ she 
dropped her hold, and fell into the ditch. 

The English, in immense joy, began swarming down 
the wall to carry her off, when the Sire de Gamaches — 
that knight who had rolled up his banner in auger when 
she would not yield to him in council — flew up to her, 
swinging his battle-axe aloft, and defended her single- 
handed. "Take my horse," said he to her hastily. 

Sans rancune, I was wrong to think ill of you." 
Sam rancune you may truly say," replied she, 
gratefully, '^for I never saw knight acquit himself 
better." * 

She was in too much pain, however, to mount his 
horse. De Poulengey carried her into the rear, and 
helped to unlace her armour — the arrow protruded half 
a foot behind. She began to cry ; but on his whisper- 
ing to her " Where are your voices ? " she put her 
hands together and tearfully prayed. " Ah," said she, 
'^ I am consoled ! " 

Then, taking firm hold of the arrow with her right 
hand, she bravely drew it out. It made her feel very 
sick and faint ; and made those wince who stood near 
her. A sympathising man-at-arms stepped up, and 
offered to pronounce a charm. 

" I would rather die," said she, " than use any means 
not permitted by God. ... I know," added she, after a 
little pause, " that I shall die some time or other, but 
I know neither how, nor when, nor where. If, there- 
fore, you can, by any lawful means, heal my wound, I 
shall be glad." 

* Le Brun de Charmettes. 
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D^Aulon appL'ed some lard and oil to it, which 
gave her ease. Meanwhile, the troops were universally 
* discouraged by her fall, and the English of course in 
great glee. The trumpets sounded a retreat, and orders 
were given to draw off the artillery. Joan sent for 
Dunois. 

" Wait, wait a little,^^ said she. " In the name of 
God, have a little patience ! The bastille will be ours 
presently. Let the men rest awhile, and eat and 
drink." 

She then told D^Aulon to put on her armour again ; 
but, instead of immediately remouixting, she went into 
a deserted vineyard a little way off, and knelt down and 
prayed. This consoled and refreshed her. 

Meanwhile, her famous banner lay at the edge of the 
fosse. D^Aulon, who had almost a superstitious rever- 
ence for it, got a servant of the Sire de Villars to join 
him in rescuing it from its dangerous and ignominious 
position. Joan, from afar, caught a glimpse of its 
white folds, and, running up to them, joyfully took it in 
her hands and waved it. The French, supposing this a 
summons, resumed the attack with renewed ardour; 
while the English, who hoped they had effectually 
quieted her, were troubled to see her ag^ain in the field. 

The citizens^ attack from the bridge had now com- 
menced ; and cannon and culverins were playing on the 
Toumelles from the town. The English were getting 
short of powder. The men of Orleans, by the aid of a 
brave carpenter, were laying a beam across the broken 
arch, to bridge it over. Sir William Gladsdale thus 
found himself attacked on both sides. 

^^ Has that girl more lives than one? '* exclaimed he, 
passionately. " How now, sirrah ? " to a pale-faced 
messenger from the bastille. 
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^' Sir William, I scarce dare tell you, but some of our 
men bewildered, no doubt, by their fears, report baying 
seen St. Michael and St. Aignan, mounted on white ' 
horses, cheering on the foe.^^ 

'^ This passes patience ! ^' cried Sir William. " Bid 
the men mind their gunnery.^^ 

'' I have also to tell you. Sir William, we are short 
of powder, and the citizens have bridged the chasm.^^ 

" That is indeed serious news,^^ said Gladsdale, his 
brow furrowing with deep care. ^^ What on earth are our 
friends doing across the river ? Will they look on and 
see us perish ? We must, at any rate, sacrifice some- 
thing, lest we lose all. Draw off the men from the 
boulevard, and let us make good our retreat into the 
Tournelles. There we may perhaps hold out till Talbot 
and Scales come to the rescue. Ha ! here is the girl 
close at hand ! She speaks I '^ 

^^ Surrender ! surrender to the King of Heaven ! '^ 
she cried, with thrilling distinctness.* '^ Ah, Glacidas! 
you bitterly wronged me with your tongue, but I am 
full of pity for your soul and the souls of your men.'^ 

^^ You canting witch ! " cried he, almost mad with 
passion. " Back, men, to the Tournelles, or our retreat 
will be cutoff!'^ 

As he spoke, he led the way to the drawbridge which 
connected the boulevard with the bastion. It crossed 
the second fosse, which was filled with running water 
from the Loire. A group of his best knights accom- 
panied him, and the men-at-arms, French and English, 
confusedly mixed, pressed on them from behind. At 
the very moment Sir William Gladsdale rushed across 
the drawbridge, followed by his companions, a cannon, 

* " Kens ti, rens ti au Hoi des Cieulx ! " 
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pointed under the direction of the Sire d' Anion, crushed 
it beneath their feet, and the unfortunate men dropped 
into the stream. A wild roll of the eyes as Gladsdale 
fell, a confused cry of horror from many voices — the 
next instant, the eddying waters closed over them, and 
they were swept into eternity ! 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 

THE shock of this terrible event permitted the 
assailants to enter the Tonmelles without renewing 
the combat; a fresh bridge was quickly formed of 
planks^ and Joan triumphantly returned to the city, as 
she had said she would do, over the bridge. Orleans 
was frantic with joy. 

Although the noblest commanders in France had 
assisted in the attack on the bastilles, it hailed her as if 
it had been solely her work. Indeed there can be no 
doubt that it was the superstitious dread of her power 
which acted as a spell on the English, and kept Suffolk 
and Talbot shut up in their forts. They did not make 
the smallest attempt to succour Gladsdale, or attack the 
city while it was forsaken by its garrison. Of Sir 
"William^s five hundred men, three hundred were slain, 
and two hundred taken prisoners. 

The bells of Orleans rang all night. " Te Deum*' was 
sung in the cathedral. The people were beside themselves 
with joy. News of the success was sent to the king. 

^^ This has been a pretty week's work,'* said De Metz 
to De Poulengey. ^^ It is only the seventh day — three 
of which have been spent in praying.^' 

'^ Not thereby lost, either,'^ said De Poulengey. 

During that night, and in hearing of the city's re- 
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joicing^ Suffolk assembled the English chiefs in council^ 
and it was decided to raise the siege at once^ but with 
no sign of fear or precipitation. At daybreak on Sun- 
day their forts and huts were in flames^ and the troops 
drawn up in battle array before the city. Dunois 
and his brother captains were inclined to accept the 
defiance ; but Joan^ whose wound had kept her in bed, 
hearing of what was occurring, hastily rose, put on a 
light hauberk, and ran to the city gates. The French 
were already making ready for battle. 

^^For the love and honour of the holy Sabbath,^^ 
cried she, eagerly, " do not attack them first, nor 
provoke them. If it is the will and pleasure of God 
to give them the mind to go, let them do so. Only 
defend yourselves if they attack you, and then you vdll 
have the mastery.^' 

At her suggestion, Father Pasquerel and the other 
priests then brought an altar and a marble bSnitier 
outside the city walls; hymns were sung, and two 
masses performed in the open air, and in presence of 
the whole army. The English, with banners unfurled, 
were meanwhile retiring, slowly, in good order, and 
with dignity; but they left behind them their sick, 
their wounded, and their baggage, provision's, artUlery, 
and ammunition. 

" Let them go, let them go ! ^' said Joan ; ^' the Lord 
would not have us fight on His own holy day; we 
shall have them some time or other.^^ 

In spite of this, however, certain men-at-arms could 
not refrain from hanging on the rear of the retreating 
army, and they returned loaded with what they had 
picked up by the way, "whereof they made good cheer,^^ 
says Monstrelet, " for it cost them nothing.^^ 

Afterwards, the citizens went out and razed the half- 
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i'onsunuul bastilles to the ground^ that they might nerer 
bi' used against them again. 

The moral effect of the deliverance of Orleans w» 
imnuMisc. Every one beheld in it a Btupendous event: 
Home traced it to Providence, others to the devil; but 
none could attribute it merely to human machinery, 
least of all to the force of mind of a simple ^irl. 

Even to our own times, the anniversary of that day 
has been held sacred : in the Times I have just re- 
ceived, !May 9th, 1862, is the following notice £rom 
Paris, Mav 8th : — 

** It is announced that this day the authorities of Or- 
leans will celebrate the 433rd anniversary of the delivCT- 
ance of the town by Joan d^Arc. It is the custom in 
the town of Orleans to ring all the parish bells at eight 
o'clock in the evening preceding the festival. It was 
at that hour that Joan entered the town, over the 
bridge, after having taken the fort of the Toumelles 
by assault. This day the Corps Municipal, together 
with the civil and military authorities, will march in 
])rocession to the monument of Joan d'Arc. All the 
public buildings as well as the private houses are to be 
illuminated/' 

" What do you mean to do next?*' was Dunois' 
question to her. 

" Can you ask ? '' said she. " I must have the king 
anointed at llheims.^' 

" But llheims is in the hands of the Burgundians.*' 

" No matter ; the Lord will open a way before me. 
I shall not,'' said she, with a little sigh, " last out more 
than a year or so. I must therefore make the most of 
my time."* 

• " Je durerai qu'un an, ou gru^re plus ; il me f aut, done, bien 
employer." — Dip* de Due cTAIetigon, 
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To enforce this purpose, she took leave of her 
grateful friends at Orleans^f and journeyed safely and 
pleasantly to the king, who was now at Tours. That 
luxurious young monarch had received the good news 
with all the emotion he was capable of. He was very 
much struck, very glad ; he said he was very thankful 
— we will hope he was so. Joan had a great opinion of 
his piety. 

How her heart swelled with joy as she retraced her 
road ! Her fixed idea had thus far accomplished itself, 
and she was confident of fulfilling the second. Would 
the king, would the country, reward her for breaking 
their yoke, by showing themselves worthy of their 
emancipation? Ah, they must look to that! She 
trusted in Heaven they would. 

^^ De Poulengey,^^ said De Metz, as they rode along 
together, '^ directly the English had walked off', a little 
foot-page of Rosaure^s found his way to me, who had 
come all across country from her with a hamper, in- 
scribed, ' This, for the head of Glacidas.' ^* 

" That was very bloodthirsty of her,^' said De Pou- 

lengey. 

"Why, yes,'* said De Metz, "it was so; but I 
cannot help thinking it was only for a joke, and that 
the boy^s real errand was to know how I fared. Indeed, 
on my giving him some sweetmeats, he told me as 
much ; and said, that if evil were to befall me, he was 
sure his lady would cry her eyes out.'* 

" That alters the case,^^ said De Poulengey. " What 
did you do ? ^^ 

" I sent her a billet to this effect,^' replied De Metz : 

* " Qui tous plouroient de joye, et moult humblement la remer- 
cioient." — Journal du SiSge. 

Q 
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'^'Glacidas is drowned, and swept out to sea, there- 
fore I cannot by any possibility send you his bead. I 
hope it will content you that the siege is raised, and 
the foe has retreated. I send you some very good 
English cheese that was found in their camp, with a 
cruse of their famous beer; and have filled up the 
hamper with Orleans plums of last yearns growth, pre- 
served by my hostess/ She is very fond of sweet 
things,^^ added De Metz, '^ so I know that will give her 
more pleasure than a copy of verses/' 

^^\ might have been quite in the wrong box," 
resumed De Metz, " had I been able to kill Glacidas, aYid 
had I actually sent her his head, for Bosaure is one of 
those eccentric characters that you never know whether 
to take in sport or earnest ; and, ten to one, she would 
have burst into tears, called me a wretch, and refused 
ever to speak again to me. By the way, my friend, 
should you ever find me slain on the field, I beseech 
you to open my vest, and take from it a parchment. 
It contains my testamentary dispositions, which I had 
legally drawn up before I went into action, and I have 
felt much easier in my mind ever since, and advise you 
to do likewise ; but as for telling Rosaure what I have 
done, nothing can be farther from my intentions, for I 
still consider her suggestion impertinent." 

^'You will both come right at last," said De Pou- 
lengey. " For my own part, I am thankful for whatever 
chain of events has led us to share this short campaign 
together. Do you propose to go home now, or 
not ? " 

"Well," said De Metz, "I was not particularly 
inclined to turn out at first, having a very curious set 
of chessmen in hand, which I was carving in choice 
woods, but that appears mere child's play now, and I 
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shall not willingly sheathe sword till the country is 
settled/' 

'^You may fight all yoxu* life, then/' said De Pou- 
lengey, smiling. 

^^ So be it/' said De Metz. '^I accept the conditions." 

Meanwhile, Dunois and the other chiefs who remained 
at Orleans, thinking they would show what they could 
do without the Maid, made a bold stroke for Jargeau — 
but just missed it ! Dunois, in chagrin, followed Joan 
to Tours. 

The king gave a cordial and gratifying welcome to 
those who had saved the city, and especially to Joan ; 
but there was, as usual, much diversity of opinion in 
his council. Some were for attacking the English in 
Normandy, and driving them out of the kingdom. 
Joan maintained that the sacre must take place in the 
first instance, after which their dominance would melt 
away of itself. 

Charles was debating the subject with his confessor, 
the Bishop of Castres, and Robert le Masson, Sire 
de Treves, who fully possessed his confidence, and had 
for some time been Chancellor of France, when a gentle 
tap was heard at the door. The king, guessing who it 
was, bade her come in, and Joan, entering, knelt at his 
feet and said — 

"Noble Dauphin, do not lose time in these long 
councils, but come and be anointed at Rheims." 

'^ Joan," said the bishop, " let tis hear in what 
manner your council, as you call it, speaks to you." 

" Yes, tell us," said Charles. 

" Ah ! " said she, with a little embarrassment, " you 
mean the voices that have spoken to me of your sacre, 
. . . Well, I will tell you. I was at prayer, in my 
accustomed manner, and complaining that you would 

Q 2 
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* 

not believe what I said. A voice then answered me in 
these words : — ^ Go, go, my child ; I will be your aid ; 
go!' When I heard it, I rejoiced exceedingly, and 
would fain have heard it for ever ! '^ saying which she 
looked upwards with a sweet but serious smile. Her 
hearers could not tell what to make of it. 

The Duke of Alen9on, having accomplished the pay- 
ment of his ransom, now took the head of the army. 
The duchess, his wife, was uneasy for his safety. *'Fear 
nothing, madame,'' said Joan to her, ^' I will bring him 
to you again.'* There were but twelve hundred lances ; 
but, counting archers and coutilliers,* there were three 
thousand six hundred men. The Earl of Suffolk had 
thrown himself into Jargeaii, and they were desirous 
yet fearftd to attack him. Joan bade them have no fear. 

'' You will be supported from on high,'' said she. " If 
it were not so, I would sooner go home and keep my 
sheep." 

About this time De Retz was joined by his nephews, 
Guy and Andre de Laval; the former of whom, an 
ardent, unsophisticated youth, to gratify the curiosity 
of his grandmother and mother concerning Joan, now 
commonly called the Maid of Orleans, wrote them the 
following letter : — 

''My very redoubtable ladies and mothers, — After 
writing to you last Friday from St. Catherine de 
Fierbois, I went on Saturday to Loches, and, after 
vespers, visited the Dauphin, who is a fine little fellow, 

seven years of age On Sunday I proceeded to 

St. Aignan, where the king was, and sent the Sire de 
Treves with my unde to inquire after him, and let him 

* CotdiUterf a soldier whose weapon resembled a knife rather 
than a sword. — Mills, 
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know of my arrival, and ask when I should see him. 
He sent me word I might come as soon as I liked, and 
when I went, he received me very well; and though 
there were other persons present, he frequently returned 
to me to say something, observing that I had come to 
him in his need without being sent for, which he took 
very kindly. And when I replied that I had not 
brought as many men as I could have wished, he said 
he thanked me for those I had brought. The Sire de 
Treves told the Sire de la Chapelle that the king was 
much pleased with my brother and me, and had given 
no one a better reception. On the Monday I set out 
with the king to go to Selles, in Berri, four leagues 
from St. Aignan. And the king caused the Maid, who 
was already at Selles, to^come out and meet him. She 
was completely armed on all points excepting her head, 
and carried a lance, and she gave a hearty welcome to 
my brother and me. After we had dismounted at 
Selles, I went to see her at her lodging, and she had 
wine brought in for us, and told me she hoped soon to 
offer me some in Paris. * It really seemed to me some- 
thing divine, to look at her and to hear her. I saw her 
mount her fine black horse, armed all in white, save 
her head, with a little battle-axe in her hand; and, 
turning herself about, towards the church, which was 
hard by, she cried, in a voice which was feminine 
enough,* ^ You, priests and servants of the church, 
make processions and offer prayers to God ! ' — then 
turning about again, said, ' Now, forward ! forward ! ^ 
to her handsome page, who carried her standard.^^ 

Here we have the brothers De Laval, the companions 

* *' En assez voix de femme." 
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of t}ic king and of Joan^ and we know that their mick 
had Iielped to guard the convoy and to atonn the 
baHtilles ; and artless young Guy^ douhtleas^ locdLed up 
to (lilies as a mirror of chivalry^ and thought whjit a 
lucky fellow he was to be master of unlimited power 
and wealth from the age of twenty^ little g^nesaiiig 
that the abuse of these gifts would make him the 
monster-hero of nursery tales^ for at least four hundred 
years. 

One would like to make a finished study <tf this 
gentleman, to see if he were quite as blue as he has beoi 
])ainte(l. That beard of his, to begin with ! Is it at all 
likely it was blue ? unless, indeed, his annoyance 
at seeing it turn prematurely grey (for he did not Uve 
to be old) made him try Hadji Baba's unfortunate 
experiment with — what were they? logwood and cop- 
peras ? — a blue dye and a red, which were to produce 
an intense black, and that he found to his utter disgust, 
his beard would not take the red! Here^ indeed, was 
he disfigured for life, and by his own hand ! — ^no mean 
mortification to a handsome and very conceited man. 
True, he might have made a clean shave of it, but, 
perhaps, he thought this still worse, and preferred spoilt 
looks and a soured temper — the eccentricities of which 
developed themselves in a slaughterous onset upon the 
weaker portion of the human race. Six wives, indeed ? 
why, that would be no more than oxu* King Harry had, 
and scarcely more than twice as many as he beheaded. 
Our Gilles had indeed but one wife (see how people 
exaggerate!) and it would be quite gratuitous to suppose 
she did not die in her bed. Fie, fie ! let me rather say 
(as I have been recommended to do) that " it has only 
been the losing sight of the proportion of words to 
things, that is to say truth, which has led us to fdrm 
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such one-sided opinions of a high-minded, strongly- 
willed man, favoured by nature with a gift only second 
in position to Absalom's, and certainly of irresistible 
attractive power with the softer sex ! The only fact 
seems to be that his standard of female excellence was 
rather in advance of his time, and that an over-refined 
mind thought death for himself or friends preferable to 
treachery and dishonour. Whether his mind, perhaps 
over stimulated by the violent exercise and coarse food of 
the period (for the body will retaliate on the mind, if 
not properly consulted, just as the mind will on the 
body), was in a fit state to weigh calmly the gossip and 
tittle-tattle he overheard, we can now, perhaps, scarcely 
judge ; but shall we therefore (while continuing to pity 
Othello) condemn a man whose memory has survived 
more than four centuries ? ^' &c. &c. 

In answer to this apologist for the hero of the blue 
chamber, I can only reply that Bluebeard^s crimes do 
not seem at all to have sprung from his jealousy of his 
wives, but rather from that wild profusion and utter 
disregard for the claims of his vassals to common 
humanity, which, too generally displayed by the nobles 
of France, had reduced the lower orders to the utmost 
wretchedness. How else could De Barante have to 
relate such atrocities as were committted at Meaux, 
and tell us that when the poor complained to the rich, 
they were only mocked ? The nobles had deserved the 
severe chastisement of which the English were instru- 
ments ; for Gilles de Laval had many brothers in guilt, 
whose names are not so familiar to us. 

He affected extravagant religion, this man ! — was 
followed, when he went about the country, by his prin- 
cipal chaplain (whom he insisted on calling a bishop), 
a dean, a chanter, two archdeacons, four vicars, a 
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Bchoolmaster^ twelve assistant cbaplains^ smd c^ikt 
choristers. '^Eacli one of these had his hoiae and 
his servant ; they were all dressed in robes <if saodet 

and furs^ and had rich appointments, 
censers^ crosses^ sacred vessels^ in great qnantitj; 
all of gold and silver^ were transported with 
together with many organs^ each carried bjr sis 
He was exceedingly desirous that all the priests of Us 
chapel should be entitled to wear the mitre, and he 
sent many embassies to Rome to obtain this privilege^ 
but without success/' 

This must have been when his eccentridties were in 
full flower ; at the date of this story, they were <hi1t 
in the bud. But his course was run out during the 
next eleven years. He was obliged first to bonoir 
moncy^ and then to sell many of his baronies. Inex- 
liaufttiblc as they seemed^ he continued to want numer. 
Then^ when lawful means had failed, he called in the 
assistance of the black art. in which he undonbtedlv 
believed^ and this it was which made his name so 
abhorred throughout his superstitious country. He 
took into his pay a certain physician of Poitoa, and 
a Florentine named Prelati, who pretended to be aWe 
to recruit his exhausted treasures by sorcery. Their 
spells^ they declared, must be written in human blood ; 
and, to obtain this, he put to death many innocent 
women and children ; yet, so fearful was he of the 
spirits they pretended to raise^ that he would stand 
asidC; reciting prayers to the Virgin, throughout their 
incantations, and quiet his conscience by vowing to go 
eventually to the Holy Land. 

The geueral cry of the country rose up against him, 
and he was seized by order of the Bishop of Nantes 
and the Seneschal of Rennes. It is averred, that on 
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his trial for sorcery, he admitted that he had caused 
upwards of eight score persons, of various ages, to be 
put to death. Some historians, however, allege, that 
reasons of state precipitated, if they did not occasion, 
his downfall j and that the Duke of Brittany was too 
well pleased with the opportimity of getting rid of a 
dangerous enemy, to examine very carefully into the 
truth of the articles preferred against him. 

He was condemned to be hanged and strangled till 
he should be dead, and his body to be burnt. The 
sentence was executed at Nantes, on the 23rd of 
December, 1440, the Duke of Brittany himself attending 
at his execution. "Notwithstanding his many and 
horrid cruelties,^^ says Monstrelet, ''he made a very 
devout end, full of repentance, requesting most humbly 
of his Creator to have mercy on his manifold sins and 
wickednesses. When his body was partly burnt, some 
ladies and damsels of his family requested his remains 
of the duke, that they might inter them in holy groimd, 
which he granted. The greater part of the nobles of 
Brittany, more especially those of his kindred, were in 
the utmost grief and confusion at his disgraceftd death.'' 
Such was their esprit de corps, " Before this event, he 
was much renowned as a most valiant knight at arms.''* 

Such was the end of Bluebeard. His castle, of 
course, is haunted to this day. '' The building," says^ 
a modem traveller,t ''must have been immense. A 
farm-house has been built within its walls, and the 
greater part of the area they enclosed is now cultivated ; 
for the top of the rock is covered with a thick coat of 
earth. Enough, however, of the old building remains, 
not only for all the purposes of the landscape-painter, 

* Monstrelet, ch. 246. 

t Vide T. A. TroUope's " Western France," vol ii. p. 26. 
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but to amuse the explorer and exercise the speculations 
of the antiquary. For those^ too, who like to amuse 
their imaginations by fancying themselves in the hidden 
chambers which were the scenes of his incantations 
and abominations, there are abundance of subterranean 
chambers, strange holes, secret staircases, and hidden 
passages. As to the celebrated ' blue chamber,^ in the 
absence of all positive information on the subject, I am 
induced to venture a conjecture that it was a certain 
miserable hole, beneath one of the towers still remain- 
ing, which seems to have been approachable only by 
a long subterranean passage, which is entered from 
another tower. This opinion, however, is put forward 

with diffidence 

'^ As soon as the moon got up, I walked once more 
down into the beautiful valley, to enjoy the scenery by 
that peculiar light. All three of my landladies joined 
in entreating me not to think of going into or near the 
castle, assuring me that it was extremely dangerous ; 
that nobody in Tiffauges would dream of going near 
the ruins after dark, for that ' il etait impossible de dire 

ce qu^il pouvait y arriver.' Throughout the 

neighbourhood a thousand superstitions are current 
about the ruins of the dwelling of the murderer and 
necromancer. The hideous, half-burnt body of the 
monster himself, circled with flames, — ^pale indeed, and 
faint in colour, but more lasting than those the hang- 
man kindled around his mortal form in the meadow 
under the walls of Nantes, — is seen on bright moonlight 
nights, standing now on one topmost point of craggy 
wall, now on another, and is heard mingling his moan 
with the sough of the night-wind. Pale, bloodless 
forms, too, of youthful growth and mien, the restless, 
unsepulchred ghosts of the unfortunates who perished 
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in these dungeons imassoiled^ Diay, at similar times^ 
be seen flitting backwards and forwards in numerous 
groups across the space enclosed by the ruined wall, 
with more than mortal speed, or glancing hurriedly 
from window to window of the fabric, as still seeking 
to escape from its hateful confinement. 

" Despite these terrors, with which their old tyrant 
still continues to torment the descendants of his former 
vassals, I enjoyed my moonlight stroll exceedingly. 
The dancing stream, the gray rocks on the side of the 
hill, lying half in shade, half silvered by the cold, pale 
rays, ghosts of the departed sunbeams, the ruins of the 
castle, exhibiting a thousand capricious changes of light 
and shade, were all well calculated to form a lovely 
moonlight scene." 

One cannot help hoping that the Poitevin physician 
and Florentine charlatan were brought to justice as 
well as their dupe. But we must return to the time 
when Gilles de Laval knew not as yet what was in his 
own heart and destiny. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

ON the llth of June, the Duke d^Alen9on, with all 
the yaliant chiefs who had defended Orleans, ap- 
peared before Jargeau. They found the English, under 
the Earl of Suffolk, drawn out before the town in battle 
array, which they had not expected, and they had come 
up in disorder. Immediately attacked by the English, 
they were near sustaining a shameful defeat ; but Joan, 
with her white banner, always in the van, drew them to- 
gether and saved their honour. The English retired 
into the town. 

Next morning, the artillery on both sides came into 
play. The Duke d^Alen9on advanced too forward. 
Joan cried to him that he was in danger from the 
English guns — he drew back : and, the next moment, 
the Sire de Lude was killed on the very spot he had 
just quitted. It is not surprising that the Duke, who 
had always been one of Joan^s sincerest believers, had 
now more trust in her than ever. 

They had need to be quick, if they meant to take 
Jargeau, for Sir John Fastolfe was expected there, with 
succours from the Duke of Bedford. On the third 
day they made a breach in the walls. Lord Suffolk 
then parleyed and offered to surrender in fifteen days, 
if he was not relieved within that time. He was told, 
in reply, that he could only march out with his meii 
and horses. 
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'^ Otherwise, they will be taken by assault," added 
Joau. 

In fact, it was what they had to attempt. 

^' Forward, gentle duke ! to the assault ! " she cried. 

He was for waiting a little. 

*'Have no fear," replied she, ''the hour is come 
when it pleases God to give you the town : you have 
nothing to do but to take it. Ah, gentle duke ! are 
you afraid ? Did I not promise your duchess to bring 
you home safe and sound? "* 

The assault began: the men-at-arms threw them- 
selves into the fosse and began planting their ladders ; 
but the English defended themselves so well that the 
contest was terrible. It lasted four hours. Suffolk 
cried aloud that he wished to parley with the Duke, 
but they would not hear him. Joan, graspiug her 
standard with one hand, began to scale a ladder with 
another, but was hurled into the fosse by a heavy stone. 
They thought it must have killed her, but she in- 
stantly recovered herself. 

'' It is nothing ! " said she, " the day, my friends, is 
ours." 

In fact, the town was almost immediately afterwards 
taken by storm, and the defenders chased through the 
streets and pursued into the houses. Lord Suffolk had 
the grief of witnessing the death of his brother, Alex- 
ander de la Pole, and was himself taken prisoner by a 
man-at-arms. 

" Are you a gentleman ? " said the Earl. 

'' Yes," replied his captor, '' I am a squire of Au- 
vergne — ^my name is William Regnault." 

" Kneel then, and I will knight you," said the Earl. 



Deposition of the Duke d'Alen9on. 
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'^ It shall never be said I yielded myself prisoner to a 



common man/^ 



The victors returned in triumph to Orleans, where 
reinforcements poured in, nobles heading their vassals, 
and poor men who could provide no better equipment 
coming in their leather jackets, armed with knives 
or bows and arrows, and mounted on ponies. The 
brothers De Laval, the Count de la Tour d'Auvergne, 
and many others, were there. 

They marched at once to Mehun-sur-Loire, took the 
bridge, and leaving Sir Thomas Scales in possession of 
the castle, proceeded to Beaugen9y, which was held by 
Lord Talbot, who, now that SuflFolk was prisoner, had 
succeeded to the chief command. This is the Talbot 
of whom Shakspeare says — 

" A stouter champion never handled sword ; " 

and though we have not yet seen him do much to the 
purpose, doubtless it was no false boast our Shakspeare 
put into his mouth : — 

" This arm, that hath reclaimed 
To your obedience fifty fortresses, 
Twelve cities, and seven walled towns of strength, 
Besides five hundred prisoners of esteem." 

On the present occasion. Lord Talbot seems to have 
felt his old fear of the Maid : he left a garrison in the 
citadel, and hurried to meet Fastolfe and bring him to 
the rescue. 

D^Alen9on sat down before Beaugen9y, and news 
was presently brought him that Arthur, Count de 
Kichemont, Lord High Constable of France, was com- 
ing up with four hundred lances and eight hundred 
archers. Now, the Count de Kichemont had had 
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some words '^ with the king^s favourite. La Tremouille, 
and had kept away from court. Joan, supposing him 
therefore disaffected, did not look on this as an ami- 
cable approach, and was for going out armed against 
him. La Hire and others, however, set themselves 
quite in opposition to this, and warned her that if 
she and the Duke went out against him, they might 
find there were those who would sooner stick to the 
Constable than to any girl in the kingdom. 

The matter was settled by the report of Lord Talbot's 
approach. 

'^Oh,'' said Joan, ''we must not quarrel among our- 
selves, but make common cause against the foe.'' 

Several chiefs guaranteed the loyalty of the Constable, 
and it was agreed to accept him and his reinforcements 
in good part. 

Next morning, therefore, Joan, on horseback, accom- 
panied by D'Alen9on, Dunois, Gilles de Laval, and 
others, went to meet and welcome him. Each alighted, 
and Joan knelt to do him homage. 

"Joan," said the Constable, "I am told that you 
wished to fight me. I know not whether you derive 
your commission from God or not : all I can say is, 
that if you do, I have no reason to fear you, and if you 
are a tool of the devil, I have still less." 

In fact there was no one who waged more bitter war 
against sorcery than he did : and heretics were equally 
odious to him. The instant they were discovered, 
whether in Brittany or Poitou, bum they must — ^he 
had no mercy on them. 

It was the custom, then, for the newest comer to 
keep the watch the first night; and certes, says Barante, 
this was the first time that watch was ever kept by a 
Constable of France. 
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The cafttlc of Beaugen9y could not hold oat against 
iuch formidable odds : the garrison therefore iKMumr- 
ably surrendered ; and marched out^ each man with his 
home, his armour, and the sum of one mark. 

Talbot and Scales, being unable to save Beaugen^y, 
tried to recover the bridge at Mehun, but, hearing the 
French were coming up, retreated into the district <rf 
Beauce, and were joined by Fastolfe with four thousand 
men. 

This conjunction made the French chiefs feel how 
very valuable an accession was De Bichemont to their 
force. 

** Ah, Lord Constable I '' said Joan, '' you did not 
think to help me, but you are well come, for all that/' 

The Duke d'Alenyon asked her what she thought it 
best to do. The troops, remembering Agincourt and 
the ** battle of the herrings,^^ and knowing the skill 
with which the English drew out their armies^ were 
unwilling to meet them. 

'^ Have your horsemen good spurs ? '' said Joan. 

'^ What I '^ said he, " do you mean us to set them to 
our horses, and make off? ^\ 

''No,'' replied she, ''you will want them to pursue 
the English.'' 

Her intrepidity inspired them, and it was resolved to 
march across Beauce towards Janville. She animated 
them all. " Depend on it," said she, " we shall give a 
good account of them. If they were even hanging 
from the clouds, we would have them down ; for they 
are given us to punish. The gentle king will this day 
have his greatest victory won for him, for my council 
have told me they are on our side." 

The Constable sent forward his standard, and they 
all followed it. The vanguard, consisting of the best 
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mounted g&as (TarmeSy was commanded by La Hire, 
Saintrailles, De Lore, De Beaumanoir, and others. 
Joan wished to have led it; but they begged her to 
remain with the Duke d^Alen9on, Dunois, the Con- 
stable, the Admiral, De Boussac, Gilles de Laval, 
D'Albret, and De Gaueourt. 

La Beauce is a corn district, the principal granary 
of Paris. Large, open wheat-fields, with a very little 
proportion of pasture and meadow-ground, stretch 
away in every direction ; and the cover is very incon- 
siderable, though one or two small bits of forest may 
be distinguished here and there. La Hire and his van- 
guard went caracolling over these plains, intending to 
engage the English as soon as they should espy them, 
without giving them time to form; and one of the 
aforesaid thickets — ^which might have abounded then 
more than they do now — favoured this design, by keep- 
ing them concealed from one another till they were 
close. 

A stag sprang from a thicket, near Patay, just as 
La Hire passed it with sixty or eighty men, and was 
followed with cheers and laughter by some English 
soldiers who had started it. The news that the French 
were close upon them was hastily carried to Talbot and 
Fastolfe, the former of whom was for an immediate 
engagement, while the latter was for retreat. The 
French were upon them at a gallop before they were in 
accord, and the battle was a short one. Sir John took 
to flight; while brave old Talbot, setting his life at 
nothing, fought obstinately, but was taken prisoner, as 
were Scales, Hungerford, and many another gallant 
leader. 

"Well, my Lord Talbot, you did not expect this, 
this morning," said D^Alen9on, not very feelingly. 

R 
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" It is the fortune of war/^ said Talbot, with calmness. 

Michelet takes part with Sir Falstaff, as he calls 
him, and says, " II disait, en homme sage, qu'avec nne 
arm^e decouragee, il fallait rester sur la defensive/' 
But a Knight of the Garter was not to mind fearful 
odds, and therefore Sir John was deprived of his 
order; and Shakspeare represents Talbot tearing the 
garter from his leg, and then appealing to young King 
Henry, and saying — 

" Pardon me, princely Henry and the rest : 
This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 
When but in all I was six thousand strong, 
And that the French were almost ten to one, — 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 
Like *to a trusty squire, did run away ! 
In which assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 
Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 
Were there surpris'd and taken prisoners. 
Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss 
\ Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 

This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no. 

Gloster, To say the truth, this fact was infamous.'' 

The garter was in reality taken from Fastolfe by the 
Duke of Bedford, who was waiting at Corbeil in hopes 
of the news of a victory, and who was in a rage when Sir 
John arrived there, a fugitive, without knowing how 
matters were going. Eventually the garter was restored 
to him. 

This battle was fought on the 28th of June. The 
slaughter was terrible, and the French men-at-arms 
were guilty of great cruelty. Joan could not endure 
this. Seeing a Frenchman strike his prisoner to the 
ground, covered with blood — 

" Non scese, no ! precipito da sella," 
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raised the poor man in her arms^ called for a priest to 
confess him^ and meanwhile soothed and sustained him. 

The loss of this battle greatly troubled the English. 
Those who escaped from it fled to Paris, crying that the 
Armagnacs were coming. King Henr/s councU as- 
sembled in consternation; the city defences were 
strengthened, the watch augmented, and the Duke of 
Bedford wrote pressingly to England for reinforcements. 

"Everything went well here/' he wrote, "till the 
siege of Orleans was undertaken, Heaven knows in 
what evil hour ! After the death of my cousin Salisbury, 
whom God absolve, and whose loss seemed a Divine 
judgment, your troops which were before the city in 
great number, received a terrible check. This was 
occasioned by the extraordinary confidence of our 
enemies in a girl who is a limb of Satan, wholly given 
to witchcraft and sorcery, whom they call the Maid. 
This defeat has not only diminished the number of your 
troops, but has inexpressibly depressed those who remain 
to us. It also encourages the enemy to draw together 
in great force.'' 

In fact, it was the cue of the English chiefs to speak 
of Joan as under Satanic influence, though there was 
nothing that could be discovered in her life and con- 
versation inconsistent "vv^ith the utmost purity and 
holiness. Moreover it did not encourage the English 
soldiers much to think they were fighting against the 
devil, which is sufficiently difficult in a private capacity, 
so that their chiefs knew not what to do. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 
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YOU may say what you will, father/^ said Zabillet, 
very positively, ^^ but go I must and I will, and, 
this time, not without you/^ 

Poor ZabiUet^s heart had so yearned for her daughter, 
after Jeannot and Pierre had joined her, that she had 
been unable to resist starting off with Jacquemin, and, 
after all sorts of misadventures by the way, had reacted 
Le Puy.* How the poor woman came to overshoot 
her mark, and stray so far south, we know not. Her 
heart was full of woe and her body oppressed with 
weariness, when she entered that ancient town, just in 
time to be well-nigh stunned with the amazing news 
that the siege of Orleans was raised, and by her daughter 
Joan ! Poor woman ! she almost died of joy, and 
could scarcely, for tears, witness the transporting 
ovation to her child. Finding how she had overshot 
the mark, her impulse was not to thrust herself into 
Joan^s presence in the midst of the court, but to hasten 
back to her cottage, and rejoice with her husband. 

Jacques had had a miserable time of it in her absence; 



* '^ Isabelle d'Arc quitta Domremy peu de temps apr^s sa fille, 
et elle 6tait au Puy pendant qu' on pr^parait Texp^dition d'Orleans." 
— Proems, ii. 74. 
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but he, too, had learnt the wonderful tidings, which 
Durand Laxart had brought him ; and though, as he 
said, this wild-goose chase of Joan^s had upset the peace 
and comfort of the whole family, his fatherly heart 
glowed with pride and pleasure at her success. 

And now Joan had sent Pierre to them, to summon 
them to witness the Bacre, 

'^ You may say what you will, father,'' said Zabillet, 
with determination, '^ but go I must and I will, and, 
this time, not without you. Here has our girl saved 
king and country, and here is she about to set the 
golden crown upon his head, and are you and I not to 
be by? When, I pray you, have we had a holiday 
together, since we danced beneath the Fairies' Tree 
before we were married ? " 

Jacques here muttered something that sounded like 
an inquiry, what was to become of the house ? 

'' As if the house could not for once take care of 
itself! " cried Zabillet, ^^ even if Jacquemin persists not 
in his silly declaration that he does not care to go ! 
And TiflFanie has promised to look after the animals." 

''Ay, ay," said good-natured TiflFanie, ''neither hen 
nor chicken, cat nor magpie, shall be the worse for 
your absence. Bight glad should I be to go with you, 
and see Jeannette in her glory. Give her my dear love, 
and tell her I long to see her again." 

" Ah, gossip, if you do so, what must I do ? " said 
poor Zabillet, with a tear in her eye. " I miss her at 
every turn, I can tell you ! — ^not but what Haumette is 
very good, and tries to supply her place." 

" There is nothing very good m my doing that, 
mother," said Haumette, cheerfully. " Were not Joan 
and I always like sisters ? I only regret that I used to 
disbelieve in her wonderful dreams. Tell her so for 
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me, will you, mother ? — but no ; we shall soon have 
her among us again, and then I can tell her myself/' 

^'What if she should never return to us?'' said 
TilflPanie, looking very mysterious. " Some great lord 
may take a fancy to her/' 

" 1 have no desire to have a lord for my son-in-law," 
said Zabillet, with decision. " Not an' 'twere the Lord 
High Constable himself* Dukes, constables, and ad- 
mirals, are not for such as we ; and if they were to come 
here, I should not know how to entertain them. 
Pierre says they all behave to Joan like so many 
brothers, none of them like lovers, and I am all the 
better pleased. As for Pierre himself, I never saw a 
boy so improved ; his cheeks are as red as beetroot, 
and his shoulders as flat as this table. As for his 
tongue, you should hear it." 

" Mother, thou wilt let no one's tongue be heard 
but thine own," interposed Jacques. "If go we 
must " 

'^ Oh, I am glad you are coming round, you dear 
man ! " 

*' Nonsense," said he, smiling a little, as she laid her 
brown hand aflfectionately on his shoulder, — "I was 
going to say, that, since go we must, Dagobert must be 
shod, and the hole in the old saddle mended, where the 
stuffing oozes out." 

" And I'll plait his mane and tail, and tie them with 
tawdry ribands," said Tiffanie. " See, here comes 
Durand Laxart to hear the news ! " 

'' Ah ! where there's plenty of honey, there's sure 
to be flies," said Zabillet, smiling, as she went to meet 
her brother. 

'^ You're surprised to see me, I dare say," began he. 

" Not a whit, not a whit," returned Zabillet. 
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'^ But/^ continued Laxart^ " as I was passing through 
our market-place (it^s corn- market day, you know, at 
Vaucouleurs), who should I see but your son Pierre, — 
as grand as a king ! — I never was more surprised in my 
life ! — ^ Why, Pierre,' said I, ^is that you?' You may 
imagine how surprised I was. So then he told me all 
about everything, the bastilles and all — he has it all 
pat, bless you ! And very well he expressed himself* 
As for Joan — Oh, capital ! There were plenty glad to 
hear him, as you may suppose; one of Sir Robert's 
men was there, among the rest^ and 1 think he went 
home and told Sir Robert and his lady; for by-and-by 
he returned, when Pierre was gone, and inquired for 
the young man." 

" Ah," said Zabillet, complacently, '^ the boy went 
over there to get something done to his bridle, he said, 
but I guessed it was only to show himself and his fine 
clothes in the market-place." 

" So," continued Laxart, " I stepped forward, and 
said the young man was gone ; would the old one do 
as well? He said he thought not; but, however, I 
went along with him, and he took me in to my lady, 
who certainly was as well set out as any lady you ever 
saw, or could suppose. Her head-dress was just like 
the moon in its first quarter, studded with stars, and 
her shoes had points long enough to run into you and 
kill you dead. However, the sum of it was, that her 
lacquey had told her your son had come back to fetch 
you to court, and she wanted to know whether you had 
anything fit to go in ; not to disgrace the manners and 
fashions of your native place, and make royalty think 
we did not know what was what at Vaucouleurs. So, 
not to be behind her ladyship in upholding ourselves, 
I said, I had no doubt you had everything proper. 
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unless it might be in the matter of a hood. So she 
said she had a hood that would suit you^ whidi, for 
some reason I have foi^otten^ she had scarcely worn 
— ^probably because it would not cover those homs^ 
which exceeded those of any ox I ever saw at market — 
and here it is in this bag/' Saying which^ Durand 
Laxart suddenly brought to the ground from his 
shoulder asack that would have held two bushels^ and 
diving his arm down to the bottom of it^ fished up a 
scarlet cloth hood. 

''Well, this is kind indeed of you, brother," said 
Zabillet ; " and very genteel of her ladyship.'' 

" Put it on," said Durand, " and let us see how you 
look in it." 

'' No, no ; I will try it on Haumette," said Zabillet, 
'' and then I shall see for myself." 

So she put it over the sleek black locks of the smiling 
girl, whose white teeth and rosy cheeks became it well 
enough. 

" Either she sets oflF the hood, or the hood sets her 
off," said Laxart, admiringly, '' for I doubt if the queen 
herself looks better." 

''Now, you," said Haumette, slipping it off, and 
capping Zabillet with it. The good woman looked 
quite sheepish, and insisted on its being tried on by 
Tiffanie, who made not the smallest objection. 

" Well, certainly, I never thought when I got up 
this morning," said ZabiUet, " that the governor's lady 
would send me a hood before night. Those grand 
people at a distance are nothing to me, but it is gra- 
tifying to be made much of in one's own native place. 
Turn yourself completely round, Tiffanie : — yes, I like 
the effect ; — and now I want nothing but a grass-green 
gown to wear with it." 
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"Will not that be a very expensive colour? '' sug- 
gested Haumette. 

" Not at all too expensive for the occasion/' replied 
Zabillet. '' Jacques has given me the money for the 
calves^ to buy what I like with ; and as I am supplied 
with a hood^ I can spend the more on a gown. Good- 
ness ! how surprised Joan will be when she sees me 
come up the street I ^' 

'^ I see you will have to go home with me, sister/' 
said Laxart, smiling, " to buy the gown at Yaucou- 
leurs ; unless, indeed, you prefer Neufch&teau or 
Toul." 

" I think nothing of the shops at either of those 
places,^' said Zabillet, "and shall prefer buying my 
gown where I am known. One may as well give old 
Mends a turn, and circulate a little money in one's 
own neighbourhood. It is what the prosperous owe 
those who are less fortunate. I never was abject in my 
poverty, and I am not going to be haughty in my 
prosperity. But, tell me now, brother, is not this won- 
derful about Joan?'' 

"What are you calling wonderf&l?" replied he. 
" I don't know what you are referring to." 

" Why, is it not wonderful that her dreams should 
have come true ? Was not it quite out of the course 
of nature ? " 

"What the course of nature may be under certain 
circumstances," replied he, " may be more than you or 
I can rightly determine. Who has ever fathomed the 
mystery of dreams ? I much question whether any one 
has done so ; and, as for the course of nature, what 
signifies it to call that by any other name than the will 
of God ? " 

" Ah ! that's what I say," rejoined Zabillet ; who. 
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however, had never said anything approaching to it. 
'^ And, by the way, brother, should not you like to go 
with us ?^' 

*^Who? I?" said old Laxart, a curious smile of 
pleasure coming over his withered features. ''Why, 
to be sure I should like it beyond anything that can 
be conceived on this side heaven; but I never con- 
templated it till this moment, and why should you 
suggest it ? No, no ; I'm too old to go a-sight- 
seeing.^' 

''Not a bit of it," said Jacques, at that moment 
coming in with the old saddle ; " you're younger than 
I am, and quite as equal to a trifle of fifty or sixty 
miles — ha, ha, ha I '' 

And the did fellows laughed in concert, and shook 
one another's hands. 

" Jean Morel has already started ofi^," added Jacques, 
" to see her pass through Chalons." 

" Come, uncle, go," said Haumette, coaxingly. She 
was no niece of his, nor did she murmur, for a moment, 
that she must remain behind ; but that was her nature. 
"What! you foo?" said he, as if he were quite 
overpowered by their importunities. " Well, well, since 
you all want it, and since Joan, the baggage, may 
not be sorry to see me, I must get my wife's consent 
if I can; though where on earth to look for a 

horse " 

As there were plenty of horses to be had for the 
looking for, they knew that all real obstacles had been 
overcome ; so they hastened their preparations in ex- 
cellent spirits. It really was a considerable journey 
for them to undertake ; but they were not in the least 
discouraged by it, with Pierre for their guide. That 
young gentleman's experience during the last two or 
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three months had been such as to ripen his faculties 
pretty quickly. According to his own account^ he was 
equal to anything, surprised at nothing, frightened at 
nothing. Besides, Zabillet had considered herself an 
experienced traveller since her journey to Le Puy — 
though her husband and brother declared she should not 
be their guide, lest she should take them there again. 

So off they started for Rheims in high glee : Dago- 
bert quite a spectacle in his tassels, tufts, fringes, cock- 
ades, streamers, and leathern trappings embossed with 
polished brass, and looking quite knowing, the old 
fellow, in his finery, with a homely dignity in his tread, 
and a twinkle of humour in his one eye; Zabillet 
riding behind her husband, and tightly clasping his 
old body, while her scarlet hood perpetually flapped 
over her face and extinguished her eyes; Durand 
Laxart, on a high-stepping white horse, not bom yes- 
terd'ay, with thick ankles and a very aquiline nose, 
such as one may see in Wouvermanns' pictures, looked 
as serious as if he were going to be the king's 
champion and defy all England ; while Pierre, light- 
hearted, agile, and well mounted, the only sprig of 
youth in the bunch, caracoled hither and thither, going 
over a good deal more ground at first than he need 
have done, like a little dog at a fair. 

Haumette watched them out of sight, and then 
turned into her cottage, and cried bitterly, after which 
she wiped her eyes and wondered what could have upset 
her. 

The magpie unconcernedly hopped hither and thither, 
pertly calling ^^ Jeannette ! Jeannette ! '' but Hardi- 
gras set up a most dismal howl, which had an ominous 
effect ; and Jacquemin, who, for once in his life felt 
peevish and dissatisfied, gave him a kick to howl for. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 

^nd Gent. You saw 

The ceremony ? 
3rrf Gent, That I did. 

\8t Gent, How was it ? 

Zrd Gent, Well worth the seeing. 

Such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest. 
As loud, and to as many tunes. 

King Henry VIII , 

WHILE our rural friends were jogging across the 
wide plains of Champagne towards Rheims^ 
Charles and his chivalrojis train were approaching by a 
diflFerent route that ancient city, which is crowned by 
one of the most majestic cathedrals in the world. We 
can point to stupendous works of science in this our 
day, and have no need to lower our colours to those of 
the fifteenth century j but, somehow, we cannot produce 
such works as the tombs of the Dukes of Burgundy, the 
vast chimney-piece in the town-hall of Dijon, and the 
cathedral at Bheims. 

As the royal cavalcade advanced, various disaffected 
towns and castles opened their gates and surrendered 
their keys. As for Rheims, it had promised to be 
faithful till death to King Henry and the Duke of 
Burgundy. Nevertheless, its keys were sent to Charles, 
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with promises of submission ; and just bef<N?e he made 
his public entry, he was joined by his young brother- 
in-law, Ben^ of Anjou, Duke of Barr, at the head of a 
eonsid^able body of troops. 

This amiable young prince, whose merits deserve at 
least a passing notice, was the second son of Louis, 
Duke of Anjou and titular King of Naples, and Queen 
Yolante. Deprived of his father at nine years old, his 
abilities, sweet disposition, and love of study, gained 
him the affection of his uncle, the Cardinal Duke of 
Barr, who made him his heir, and let him assume 
his title even during his own life. To end the feuds 
between the contiguous duchies of Barr and Lorraine, 
he married Bene, when only eleven years old, to 
Isabella, the daughter and heiress of Charles, Duke of 
Lorraine, and as they grew up, the union of these 
young people was eminently happy. Duke Charleses 
nephew, the Count de Vaudemont, was disposed to 
dispute the succession with his cousin, which led to a 
war, in which Bene distinguished himself. "A bold 
and daring warrior, he has been stigmatised as a lover 
of inglorious ease ; the promoter of manufacturing and 
agricultural invention and improvement, the patron of 
public education, and the author of a new system of 
jurisprudence, he has been held forth as a mere artist 
of fair talent, or a builder of troubadour rhymes.^'* 

This gallant and cultivated young duke could no 
longer endure to remain blockading the stronghold of 
a rebel count, when his favourite sister^s husband was 
going to be crowned at Bheims, and he therefore hast- 
ened to join him. 

* The Hon. Edmund Phipps'a Introduction to "King Bend's 
Daughter." 
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Wan that sister here ? No, she wag not. Maiy of 
Anjou, desirous of participating in the coronation^ had 
advanced as far as Oien to join her husband, but was 
then (doubtless at the suggestion of La Tremonille) 
persuaded to return to Bourges. 

Charles made his public entry into the city on 
Friday, the 16th* of July, 1429, and was received by 
the archbishop and a goodly number of citizens, who 
shouted ** Noel V* and escorted him to the archbishop's 
palace. Joan led the way, preceded by her white 
banner, and on either side of her rode Dunois and 
La Hire. 

Next came the trumpets, heralds, and guards ; then 
the king, attended by the dukes of Alen9on and Barr, 
and a noble train of chivalry; then the household 
troops and men-at-arms, and a long array of seigneurs 
and their vassals. 

Jacques, Zabillet, and Laxart had entered the town 
in a different direction ; and Pierre, placing them where 
he told them they could see everything, hastened oflF to 
join the cortige. Lodgings had been provided for the 
family at the inn of the Zebra, facing the cathedral, 
and kept by Allix, widow of Raoulin Morian, who 
afterwards received from the town-council twenty-four 
Uvrea parisis for their entertainment. A marble tablet, 
in front of the " Maison Rouge," which now stands on 
the site of the Zebra, bears this inscription, — ^^ In this 
hostelry, then called the Zebra, a.d. 1429, the father 
and mother of Jeanne d^Arcf were lodged and boarded 
at the expense of the town-council." 

As Joan led the procession through quaint old streets, 

* Barante. 

t We must now consider this the time-sanctioned orthography. 
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draped and garlanded with hangings and flower wreaths 
of every imaginable colour, where every coigne of vant- 
age, above and below, was crowded with spectators, so 
that— 

" You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy eyes of young and old, 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes," 

who should she see, perched on a door-step, with smiles 
extending from ear to ear, and eyes glazed with trouble- 
some tears that would come when they were not wanted, 
but her dear old father, with his weather-beaten cheeks, 
and tall, sinewy figure ; her darling mother, in grass- 
green gown and scarlet hood, actually devouring her 
with her eyes ; and that beloved old uncle, who had 
always believed in her, and who had supplied her with 
a horse, and without whose support and co-operation she 
could never have set forth. Oh, there was nothing want- 
ing to crown her joy but this ! She gave a delighted 
cry of recognition, which made Dunois and La Hire look 
round and smile, and then inevitably passed on. 

" She sees us ! She sees us ! She saw us V' ex- 
claimed the exultant Zabillet. "Oh, father, what a 
moment for us ! Could not you now die happy ? " 

'^Die? no, I want to live,'* replied he, greatly elated, 
^^ to see my girl in all her glory, and then lay it aside 
again, and come home thankful and content to our 
cottage. Please God she soon will ! Meantime, look, 
Zabillet, at the king ! On my faith, a sightly young 
gentleman ! ^^ 

" Count Dunois was worth a dozen of him, though," 
said Laxart, in an earnest undertone. " Did you mark 
him at our girPs bridle ? He was sightly and knightly 
too, and looked a deal fitter to be king than this one." 
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'^ Husli^ hush ! '' whispered Jacques^ '^ that's treasoB^ 
I believe/' 

It's true, though/' muttered the other. 
I don't care a bit for all these men with anjue- 
busses^" said Zabillet^ '^ this was a good place for the 
moment^ but now there is nothing to see^ and we are 
getting quite at the end of the mob. Let us push on^ 
father^ and get ahead of her. I want to see Joan come 
in sight a dozen times." 

'' You are very well oS, mother, where you are," said 
Jacques with a true countryman's hesitation to make 
his way through a crowd ; ^^ we can never work through 
them." 

^' Trust me for that/' said Zabillet, jumping down 
from her perch upon his toes with all her weight ; 
^' only you foUow me." 

'' She'll get lost/' said Jacques desperately to Laxart ; 
and the two men immediately pursued her as she 
made her way, by the vigorous use of her elbows and 
shoulders. 

" Gently, dame," said some one, who felt uncivilly 
used. 

''It's very well to say gently," rejoined Zabillet, 
''but I want to pass." 

" But other people want to see as well as you, and 
you must not drive at them in that manner. One can 
see you are country bred." 

" Country bred ! " cried Zabillet, indignantly, " why 
I'm the mother of Joan Dare ! " 

She was answered by a laugh of incredulous derision. 

" Oh my goodness, father ! " cried Zabillet, ready to 
weep, " if she hasn't put her foot right through my 
green gown ; such a nasty tear all across the stuff ! " 

" Well, and served you right for pushing so," said 
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he, gruffly ; ''just now, you came down with both your 
feet on my toes/^ 

'' People look for accidents like these in great assem- 
blages,'' placidly observed Durand, who had never been 
in a great assemblage before in his life. '' My counsel 
is that we should slip quietly round by the back streets 
and get ahead of the people, as I do at Yaucouleurs on 
cattle days/' 

"Ay, that's a good thought, brother," said ZabiUet. 
So they turned down an alley, and speedily found them- 
selves in a city of the dead. 

''Can you tell me the way to find the king, my 
dear ? " said Zabillet, to a little boy who seemed run- 
ning for his life. 

"Down La Truie qui Pile, I dare say," said he, 
waving his arm in the opposite direction, and rushing 
oflF. 

" Down La Truie qui Pile ? " repeated Zabillet, dis- 
trustfully. " I don't believe there is or can be a street 
with such a name ; who ever heard of a sow at needle- 
work ? I believe he was a very naughty boy, who only 
wanted .to get quit of us." 

"We have but to follow our ears," said Jacques, 
" for the noise of the trumpets and the cries of the 
people tell us their whereabouts." 

" Oh, do let us push on, then ! " cried Zabillet, 
desperately plunging down a passage as a fresh flourish 
of trumpets sounded provokingly near at hand. De- 
lightful to relate, she actually hit the right mark, and 
came out bolt upon Joan, who was so astounded at the 
unexpected rencontre, that she could not help laughing, 
and then found herself blinded by irrepressible tears. 

" She saw me ! she saw me ! " cried Zabillet, de- 
lightedly returning to her companions. 

8 
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" Did she ? dear heart ! ^^ said Durand, with sim- 
plicity. ^^I was just looking into this oyster-shop, 
Do see what very fine oysters! There is fried fish, 
too ; and absolutely I feel as if I could peck a little/' 

ZabiDet was meditating another rush; but just then 
people came pouring down the alley, shoving her about 
very unceremoniously, and one of them cried to another, 
^' All is over ; she is gone into the archbishop's palace, 
and, do you know ? I think her no beauty after all/' 

"Handsome is that handsome does,'' muttered 
Zabillet, indignantly. " I never set up Joan for a 
beauty, nor is it her beauty that has saved king and 
kingdom ; but yet she is as well-made a girl as any in 
Prance, and has as bright an eye, as white teeth, and 
as clear and wholesome a complexion. A fig for your 
fine, stuck-up ladies ! And since it's your fancy, brother, 
to try a bit of the Rheims fish, I have no objection, 
since we have ridden so far, fasting : I will only remind 
you that we may as well inquire our way afterwards to 
the Striped Ass, where the authorities will feed us for 
nothing." 

Saying which she bent her head under the doorway 
of a fi^-stall of very moderate pretensions, where a 
cheap and modest repast was partaken of by the whole 
party with very good appetite, Zabillet being in the 
utmost glee at the astonishment of the fishmonger's 
wife when she said to her, " Only think ! I'm the 
mother of Joan Dare !" 

On the receipt of this extraordinary intelligence, the 
fishmonger and his wife were as gracious as could be, 
and the fishmonger volunteered to show them the Zebra, 
which he did, talking and asking questions all the 
way. Jacques was just beginning to say, '^Mother, 
what a splendid cathedral ! " when Zabillet exclaimed. 
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'^ Theresa my girl ! ^' and darted into the Zebra. Oh, 
what a happy meeting it was ! There was plenty of 
revelry and rejoicing that night in the town, but no 
happier family-party in it than in the Zebra. 

The better the day the better the deed, is always the 
excuse on the Continent for having high solemnities 
upon a Sunday ; so of course on that day the sacre was 
to take place. Meanwhile there were plenty of pre- 
parations to be hastily made, and the sound of saw and 
hammer, hatchet and chisel, filled every pause in the 
universal hum. The town was as ftdl as it could cram, 
and the municipality exercised a noble hospitality. 
Joan would fain have spent much time with her 
parents, but she hoped soon to be with them entirely, 
and meanwhile had a last great public duty to perform ; 
so that Zabillet, who would jealously have appropriated 
her whole time, and carried her all over Rheims to buy 
cheap pennyworths, and look at things she could not 
afford and did not want, found her chimed by other 
and higher authoriti^. She was disposed to murmur 
at this, but was reminded by Jacques that it was the 
unavoidable consequence of Joan^s greatness; and to 
pacify her he went about with her himself, buying all 
sorts of things to stow into Durand^s capacious saddle- 
bag, which was no other than the sack in which he had 
carried the hood. 

Simple old Laxart strayed about a good deal by hifb- 
self, sometimes losing his way, but eventually finding 
it again. He was tickled by the odd names of the 
streets, would chat with any one who would speak to 
him, and also talked a good deal to himself, in a dreamy, 
unconscious way, generally ending with a jerk of his 
chin and " Well, well ! ^^ He also found his way into 
the churches whenever there was service, and would 
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satiate himself by beholding Joan at her devotions from 
some distant comer, and noting the reverence with 
which every one treated her. 

The eventful Sunday soon arrived, the bells pealed 
merrily from every church, and every step was directed 
towards the cathedral. Three rows of stone steps running 
completely round its interior, afforded admirable stand- 
ing-room for row upon row of richly-dressed spectators, 
whose wealth of jewels shot scintillations, now of purple, 
now of crimson, now of yellow light, mocking the dyes 
of ruby, amethyst, emerald, sapphire, and topaz, that 
streamed in brilliant effulgence from the clerestory and 
great rose windows. The air, heavy with incense and 
vocal with thrilling music, the shining church plate, 
the gorgeous vestments of the archbishop and priests, 
the draperies sprinkled with fleurs-de-lis, the royal 
pomp of the king, arrayed in cloth of gold ; the corona- 
tion-robes of those nobles who represented the long list 
of peers called over by France king-at-arms ; — all tended 
to bewilder the senses and captivate the imagination, 
especially of that little cluster of peasants in the lowest 
place, and yet the best place for seeing in the cathedral. 
And all was but as the background, richly painted, of a 
single figure, motionless as a statue, armed and holding 
unfurled a white silken banner beside the high altar. So 
have I seen the crosier-bearer of an abbess stand per- 
fectly immoveable throughout the long ceremonial of a 
nun taking the veil. 

Her noble purpose was now nobly won. She had 
raised the siege of Orleans, had brought her king 
through a file of hostile cities, reduced to submission by 
the fear of that name which had spread terror among 
the English — and had now seen him receive the crown 
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of his forefathers and the holy oil of anointing firom the 
Sainte Ampoule — ^the holy cruse, brought from heaven 
by a dove, according to tradition, to anoint Clovis, the 
first Christian king. 

Bathed iu tears, she sank on her knees before Charles, 
as soon as the holy rites were accomplished, which, 
according to national belief, made him priest as well as 
king. 

'^ Gentle king I ^^ said she — and the silver, distinct 
tones sank into the heart-r-^^now is fulfilled the will of 
God that you should come to Bheims and be anointed ; 
showing that you are the true king to whom this king- 
dom should belong.'' 

What interest attached to this single figure in the 
pageant I All beside was pre-arranged, and conned out. 
of book : no one knew what Joan would say or do ; her 
words and actions were spontaneous. 

Before the king left the cathedral he created three 
knights, one of whom was the Youth of Commercy : I 
wish I could say the others were De Poulengey and De 
Metz. The procession then flowed back to the arch- 
bishop's palace, where the coronation feast was prepared. 
The archbishop sat at the king's table ; and the king 
was served by the Dukes d'Alengon and Barr, and the 
Count de Clermont. The hour was still early. The 
common dinner-hour in those days was ten o'clock. 
Joan of course had a table of her own ; and there her 
father and uncle tasted wine such as nobles . drink, and 
her mother speculated on the fabrication of mortreuse 
and blanc-manger, 

" Joan," said the grateful King after the feast was 
over, " you have but to say what you wish." 

"My wishes have all been fulfilled," replied she, 
sweetly. " I have but to return now to my sheep." 
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" Nay, but your king desires to grant you something." 

'^ Well then, beau sire, let Domremy be henceforth 
free from taxes/' 

" Granted, noble girl ! '* exclaimed he, with admira- 
tion. 

And thenceforth the tax-gatherers have always 
written against the name of Domremy, '^Nothing, 
because of the Maid/'* 
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N^ant, a cause de la Pucelle.^' 
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CHAPTER XXVII. 



" T MUST now/^ said Joan^ after a little pause^ 

J- '' retiim to my sheep/^ 

'' What mean you, Joan ? ^* said the King, quickly. 
'' In the name of whatever is sacred do not leave me 
while so much remains undone. The Englishman is 
still in the land.^* 

** Yes/^ said she, sorrowfully, but firmly ; " but my 
mission is over now. The Lord gave me an errand, and 
I have done it. He gives me no further commission. 
Men must fight your battles now, and I hope they will 
remember that they are such. There is no more in me 
now than in any girl that plies her distaflF.^' 

^^I am willing to take my chance of that,** said 
Charles, quickly. '^The men continue to believe in 
you, the English to dread you. Joan, you must not, 
you dare not, forsake us ! ^^ 

Joan looked troubled. " What say you ? ^^ inquired 
she of the Duke d^Alen9on. 

" Precisely as the king does,*^ replied he. ^^ You 
must not leave us on any account." 
And you ? " to Dunois. 

I am quite ashamed of you, Joan," said he, '^ and 
gave you credit for more spirit and loyalty. Oh fie, 
fie ! This is very bad indeed of you." 
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*^ Do you think so ? " said she, wistfully, to La Hire. 

"By my baton, I Ao," said he, stoutly; "and I 
promise you I will take immediately to the very worst 
courses if you do not remain to purify the camp. I 
should have thought a girl with the smallest religious 
principle would have scorned to forsake her friends 
at a pinchi Inspired here or inspired there, if you can 
help us, you ought to do it. We are not inspired; 
but is that any reason for our laying down our 
arms?^^ 

What do you say V inquired she, of the archbishop. 
Why should you think,^^ returned he, " that your 
heavenly guide will now desert you ? Is it reason that, 
while anything remains to be accomplished, you should 
fail of any aid which has supported you as yet ? Seek 
its renewal and continuance by prayer, and be not 
faithless.^' 

She sighed deeply, and her eyes filled with tears. 

" I had thought all along,^^ said she, "to return 
home as soon as my errand here was accomplished.^^ 

"Ah,'' said D'Alen9on, with a mischievous smile, 
" tjiere is some shepherd in the wood.'' 

" There is not/' said she, quickly ; " but my parents 
will be so disappointed ! " 

" Is it possible," cried Dunois, "that you will put 
that respectable couple in the balance against the 
welfare of the whole country ? Forgive me, Joan, but 
indeed you are wrong. Why did you leave them in the 
first instance ? For a higher duty ? You have a higher 
duty still." 

" Grentle king," said she, turning quickly to Charles, 
" you offered me, just now, anything I would name." 

" K you place it in that light," said the King, " cer- 
tainly I must yield ; but will it be fair ? " 
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^^ Besides, you asked your boon, and had it/' said 
the Archbishop. 

'^ Come/' said Dunois, " let you and me go over to the 
Zebra; I think I shall speak a word there with effect/' 

And he led her off, while those who remained behind 
silently smiled. 

'^ We can by* no means spare her/' said Charles. 

Duke Bene had listened to this scene with deep 
interest. There was something in Joan's honesty, 
frankness, and self-devotion akin to his own. 

It was but a stone's throw from the archbishop's 
palace to the hostel (i.e. hotel) of the Zebra, but the 
square was crowded like a fair. Jacques and Zabillet, 
who were watching the show from the window, looked 
profoundly impressed by the entrance of Dunois. 

'^ My excellent friends," said he, cheerfully, *^ what 
an honour and glory it is to you to be the parents of 
this wonderful daughter ! Why, your names will be 
handed down to future generations. It has been so 
good, so self-denying, so brave of you to lend her to 
your country, that she might be generalissimo of the 
French army, and lead us poor fellows to victory. Say! 
are you not proud of it ? " 

'^ Pride does not become us," began Jacques, feeling 
very proud, however. 

^'No; pride does not become us, your lordship," pur- 
sued Zabillet, "and we have never taken any airs upon 
ourselves among our neighbours, but have always 
contented ourselves with leading a virtuous life, in the 
station in which we were bom, and with bringing up 
our children conformably ^" 

'' Just so," interrupted Dunois ; *^ and now you see 
what has come of your noble integrity ; for the king him- 
self is so convinced of your daughter's extraordinary 
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merit, that lie can by no means relinquish her services 
till the end of the war/^ 

''The king's majesty is most gracious/* said poor 
Zabillet, turning very red, '' but it is time now for Joan 
to return to her sewing and spinning, and keeping the 
sheep. Your lordship's grace has very little idea how 
much she has left behind her for one pair of hands to 
do, and those none of the youngest/' 

''My good woman, I am sure the king will provide 
you with a dairy-maid, or " 

" Brave sir, dairy-maids are not for the like of us, 
and would give me far more plague than profit. A lady I 
have never aspired to be, and, if I did, should only get 
laughed at for my pains. Besides, good sir, it is not 
only the work. Joan is our only daughter, and we 
poor people have our feelings." 

Saying which she quavered a little, and looked at 
Joan with watery eyes. 

" War is no vocation for a woman," said she. " It 
was quite against my will that she ever engaged in it, 
for, even supposing she sustained no hurt, it must be 
enough to make one sick to see blood flow and hear the 
cries of the wounded ; but she did get hurt, and a verf 
ugly scar that nasty arrow made that she pulled out 
with her own hands." 

" Oh, mother, the wound has quite healed," inter- 
posed Joan. 

" It hasrCty^ returned Zabillet, with her characteristic 
positivity; "and don't you go to contradict your 
mother. Sir, as I was saying, the arrow made a nasty 
jag — not that I would dwell upon it if the business 
were to end here, and we were to take her home with 
us, as I was fully made to understand we should : but 
the next wound might be worse." 
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'^Or it might be better/^ said Dunois; '^that^s just 
what I always say when I get wounded myself. Theresa 
nothing in it when you^re used to it. Why, now, I got 
wounded at the ' battle of the herrings/ ^' 

'' Ah, sir, we were all very sorry to hear it ! *' 

^* Yes, and what a fuss was made of it, while all the 
time there was I, comfortably in bed, reading story- 
books, and having all manner of nice things sent me by 
the ladies ! ^^ 

'' You are a pleasant gentleman, sir,^^ said Jacques, 
-smiling ruefully, " but^ '* 

" But we must all (Jie once : just so ; and we none of 
us know when. A very good thing too, I think, donH 
you ? Well now, here^s the matter to be settled. Joan, 
like a brave girl, has done wonders for us already : the 
men fight under her like fury ; everything thus far has 
gone well, and all we want now is, just to get com- 
pletely rid of the English, and then sit down comfort- 
ably for the rest of our lives. Now, will you spoil this 
delightful plan for the sake of having Joan home to 
milk the cows just a few weeks, or say months even, 
the sooner ? ^* 

'' Dunois, Dunois ^^ began Joan ; but he looked 

at her imploringly. 

'^ Your lordship has such a way with you,^^ said 
Jacques, abruptly, '^ that there's no knowing where to 
have you, because before one can summon courage to 
contradict you in one thing, you're off to another.'' 

" Soldiers' practice, my good man ; the very cream 
of tactics." 

''Ah, but there's cream of another sort that 
wants skimming," struck in Zabillet; ''and talking 
of skimming, Joan, I know not where on earth you 
put the old skimmer, which was once my mother's. 
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for IVe never been able to find it since you went 
away/' 

'^ I shall come and taste that cream of yours some 
day^ dame/' said Dunois. 

^^'I only wish your lordship would ! " 

^' Consider it a promise, then, the first time I find it 
convenient. I am very fond of sweet things, so let me 
have plenty of them in return for taking the best pos- 
sible care of your daughter Joan, and intercepting every 
arrow that is shot at her/' 

'^ Your lordship is very good ; your life is dear to 
France, but yet, one's own daughter ^" 

^^Her life is dear to France, too, my Mends. See 
how the people follow her ! A few weeks ago she was 
nothing, nobody had ever heard of her ; now she will 
never be forgotten. Will you spoil all ? " 

They looked irresolute. 

" Joan, why don't you clinch the nail ? " said he, 
impatiently. ^^ Hear] me, all of you. Joan either is 
an impostor^ or she is not. See how she reddens at the 
very mention of it ! If she has been deceiving us all, 
why, take her home, and welcome ! I am only for 
truth and honesty. But I believe in her : I believe 
what she says. Now, what has she said ? that she had 
a message from heaven. Her deeds have avouched it. 
Beware, then, how you hold her back!" 

Here the parents and daughter looked at one another 
with swimming eyes, and silently embraced. 

Zabillet then said, almost inarticulately, '^Sir, we 
give her to you : we give her to the country ; but it is 
against our wiU. It tears our very hearts." 

" Yes, it does," said Jacques, weeping. 

^'And I rely upcm you, sir," said Zabillet, looking 
full into his deep-blue eyes, which only spoke of 



Nobly Won. 269 

honour and honesty, ''I rely upon you for keeping 
your word, and letting no harm come to my girl, in 
body or soul/^ 

'' None that I can prevent/^ said Dunois. '^ I cannot 
say more than that. See, I kiss the cross of my sword ! 
And now, farewell, my noble hearts. I dare say Joan 
will like to remain with you, during the short time we 
are here. The king will leave Bheims in a few days. 
Enjoy yourselves together while you can. (Joan I don't 
cry so !) We shall all have a merry Christmas.'^ 

And away he went, carrying all the sunshine with 
him. About an hour afterwards, Joan returned to the 
palace, her voice nearly quenched, and her eyes red 
with crying. After Dunois had gone, poor Zabillet 
kad repented of being talked over by him, and became 
so dejected, peevish, and contrary, that not one word 
her husband or daughter could say to her gave satis- 
fitction. As this was a very poor way of enjoying 
themselves together, Joan thought it best to leave the 
Zebra when her imcle came in, promising she would 
return in the evening. Laxart, who had been roaming 
about, entered, saying, in his simple way, ^'Do you 
know there really w a street called ' La Truie qui 
File?''' when Zabillet interrupted him with — ^^Oh, 
brother, what do you think has happened?" And 
Joan thought it best to effect her retreat. 

She collected her thoughts as she crossed the square, 
and then went straight to the king, and said to him — 

^' Beau sire, I wish to write to the Duke of Burgundy." 

*^ What have you to say to him, Joan ? " 

"To recall him to duty and loyalty, if it please 
Heaven." 

*' The end is desirable enough, though I fear you will 
not obtain it." 
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So, at her dictation, a secretary wrote as follows : — 

" Jhesus Maria. 

High and mighty prince, Duke of Burgundy, 

Joan, the Maid, charges you, in the name of the 
King of Heaven, my rightful sovereign Lord, to make 
with the King of France a good, firm, and lasting 
peace. Pardon one another heartily, sincerely, entirely, 
as good Christians should. If war you must have, 
go fight the Saracen. Prince of Burgundy, I pray, 
implore, and entreat for that on which I might well 
insist, that you will no longer make war on the sacred 
kingdom of France, but at once draw oflF your people 
from its strong places. The gentle King of France is 
ready to make peace with you on honourable terms : 
it rests entirely with you. And I do you to wit, in the 
name of the Lord, out of care for your welfare and 
honour, that you will gain no victory over the French, 
and that they will fight in the name of the Lord Jesus. 
Rely on it, that however many troops you may send 
into the field, they will do no good; and it will be a 
great pity to have so much unnecessary bloodshed. I 
sent you a letter by a herald, three weeks ago, to beg 
you to come to the consecration of the king, which has 
taken place this Sunday, July 17, in this city of Bheims. 
I have had no answer, nor received any news of my 
herald. May God have you in His care, and incline 
your heart to peace ! Written at the said Bheims, 
this 17th of July.'' * 

So that a stroke of business was even done on the 

* Barante. 
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coronation-day — and on a Sunday. But the intention 
was better than the success. The Duke of Burgundy, 
who had withdrawn his troops from Orleans in dudgeon, 
because one of the English chiefs had said he saw no 
fun in beating the bush, when the Duke was to have all 
the game, had made up his quarrel only the week 
before the sacre, and gone publicly to church with the 
Duke of Bedford on Sunday the 10th, at Notre Dame, 
where a seriuon was preached before them — perhaps on 
the text ^^ Behold, how good and joyful a thing it is for 
brethren to dwell together in unity ! '^ After this, the 
two dukes went in solemn procession to the palace, 
where, in presence of the parliament of Paris, the 
bishops, and principal citizens, a lecture was read, re- 
capitulating the details of the previous Duke of Bur- 
gundy's murder (without enlarging on the provocation 
to it, which was his assassination of the Duke of 
Orleans), and after the subject had been well worked 
up, there was a general cry of " Burgundy for ever ! 
Down with the Armagnacs ! '^ 

Next day, the Duke of Burgundy returned to 
Flandei's, accompanied by his sister, the Duchess of 
Bedford, who passed for a clever woman. He left about 
seveu himdred men behind him, to assist in defending 
Paris ; no great number, but it showed his animus, and 
that he was not very likely to consider Joan's letters 
otherwise than impertinent. 

We are not accustomed to suppose it a letter- writing 
age ; yet here is another specimen of its epistolary cor- 
respondence — a passage from a letter written to some 
one in England by the Duke of Bedford: — 

^^ My Lord of Burgundy has honourably fulfilled his 
duty to the king (Henry), and has aided and assisted 
him here like a trusty kinsman, friend, and vassal. 
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Had it not been for him^ Paris might be lost this 
time. You will hear how the Dauphin has put him- 
self in motion, and crossed the country with a strong 
force to Rheims, where he is to arrive to-day. To- 
morrow he will enter the city; and, the day after, 
he wiU be anointed. He then means to march upon 
Paris.^' 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 

''"HATHER/" said Zabillet, ^' there is no pleasure 
J whatever in being here any longer now ; my en- 
joyment is quite spoilt/' 

" Sure/' said he, in surprise, '^ since we are here, 
free of cost, and since we shall probably lose sight of 
our girl till winter, we may as well see as much of her 



now as we can/' 






I don't think so at all," said Zabillet, pettishly. 

She's always popping in or popping out, and I can't 
abear to see her going about in that horrid dress, look- 
ing neither one thing nor another. It's always ' the 
king,' or ' the archbishop,' or ' Dimois.' How comes 
she to call people by their plain names in that familiar 
way, as if they had known one another all their lives ? 
^ Dunois ' indeed ! why, if he has not a surname, he 
has a title, and she might at least call him Count. 
She'll get taken down some of these days, it's my 
opinion ; for, as soon as. e^r the English are cleared 
out and the floor cleaned after them, these grand folks 
will want no more of her, and then home she may 
come, and welcome ! " 

'^ Mother, mother, I am quite amazed at you ! " cried 
Jacques. " ^ Come home, and welcome ? ' Truly she 
will be welcome whenever she does come : for home has 
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never been liome since she left it^ and no one knows 
that better than you/' 

That's just what I say," replied Zabillet, weeping. 

These rich folks have got hold of our little ewe lamb, 
that we can't at all spare, though they have beeves and 
sheep of their own." 

" Come, come, you must not cry on this day of all 
others," said Jacques, soothing her. '^ Was not it a 
prime sight to see her at the altar, holding her white 
banner in the face of them alf ?" I thought, ' You 
may hold up your heads and wrinkle your noses^ but 
there's not one of you all to set beside my girl.' " 

" And that's true, too," said Zabillet, drying her 
eyes, " and exactly what I said to myself; but, dear 
me, father, there were some very handsome women 
among them ! Did you notice one with diamonds in 
her hair ? " 

^' Not I," said Jacques. " To me they were all so 
much furniture. I knew of but two women there — 
one was my good old wife, and the other my daughter 
Joan." 

" That is very prettily said of you, Jacques," said 
Zabillet; '^and this lady's hair, for all the diamonds^ 
was neither so thick nor so long as Joan's." 

At this moment Joan returned, as she had said she 
would, looking very pale and pensive; and her parents 
fondly held out their hands to her, and made her sit 
between them. k , 

^' Thou lookest but poorly, my child," said Zabillet^ 
kissing her. 

^^ The longest day comes to end at last," said Joan, 
sighing, " be it happy or be it miserable. I have long 
looked forward to this day : it has been a happy one ; 
but now, you see, it is over. Where is uncle ? " 
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" Gone to bed, quite done up with sight-seeing/^ 

^^ Ah, well ! the best place for him, then, dear old 
man. Mother, I want you to do something for me/' 

'' What is it, m'amie ? '' 

'' I want you to cut oflF my hair/' 

^'Joan!'' cried Zabillet, in aflFright, while Jacques 
looked at her in surprise. 

" I don't mean as if I were bald," said Joan, laugh- 
ing a little. " Only as short as a boy's. Or say, as 
short as the king's. You know, his just touches his 
shoulders. I thought to go home with you and be 
happy, mother dear, and so I let my hair be as it was, 
though it was very tiresome. But, now that the king 
wants me to stay, and the coronation is over, it will be 
much better, on several accounts, to cut my hair short, 
for you know I cannot well attend to it. I have not a 
barber to go about with me like the Sire de Retz, who 
has his blue-black beard washed, oiled, and curled every 
morning." 

But, my child, your hair is so nice and long ! " 
Long it is, but it won't long be nice, for it will 
get quite rough and broken under a helmet. Besides, 
it will grow again, when the campaign is over. So 
please, mother, cut it. Only think what a nice handle 
it would be for an English soldier to drag me along by ! " 

'' Cut it by all means, Zabillet," said Jacques, who 
did not like this last idea at all. 

*' Well, what must be, must," said Zabillet, regretfully, 
^^ and I always carry my shears about me ; so sit down 
on the floor, child, with your head in my lap." 

Joan did as she was bidden : it seemed very luxurious 
to her to feel her mother's fingers straying among her 
hair and sleeking it out into tresses. 

^^Dear, dear, how many times have I trimmed up 
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this hair^^^ said Zabillet^ ^^ and pranked it with honey- 
suckles and dog-roses ! Do you mind^ Joan^ the last 
time you danced under the Fairies' Tree ? '' 

*' Yes, well enough/' said Joan ; " I was but a slip of 
a girl then : that tiresome fellow, Baoul Cerisier, wanted 
me to dance with him, and I would not/' 

^' Thou hadst an inkling of some of these grand lords, 
I suppose," said Zabillet. 

" Oh, mother ! you are pulling my hair so ! " 

^^ Why, it was you, who jerked away your head. 
These grandees, Joan, are nothing to you in the way of 
m arry ing-men." 

'^ I know it, mother, full well, and there is not one 
of them I would have, if he were to ask me. What is 
more, mother dear, I ¥dll never have any one. I went 
and promised our Lady of Belmont I would never 
marry, before I came away." 

'^ Joan ! was that right ? " said Zabillet. 

" I know not whether it were right," said Joan ; 
''but I did it." 

" I am sorry for that, Joan," said her father. '' A 
woman's first duties are those of a wife and a 
mother." 

''Ah, dear father, there are plenty of women for 
both ! " 

In this dialogue, which was very sweet and soothing 
to them all, Jacques and Zabillet no longer spoke with 
the authority they had been accustomed to use to their 
daughter, and she spoke freely and independently, as 
one who had outgrown the period of tutelage. But 
they were none the less dear to one another. As 
Zabillet cut off each long smooth tress, she handed it to 
her husband, who smoothed it now and then on his 
knee* 
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'' Are you not clipping rather too freely ? ^^ said Joan. 
^' Remember I am not Jaequemin. Poor Jaequemin ! 
I wish he had been here to-day/* 

'^ We pressed him to come, but he would not/* said 
Zabillet. ^' Jaequemin has the spirit of a girl." 

*^ He knows his place, though, and keeps it,** ob- 
served Jacques, "which is no ordinary merit now-a- 
days.** 

'^ There, that wiU do,** said Joan, putting her hand 
up to her head, and dismayed to find what a clearance 
was made. 

'^ Oh, mother ! *' cried she, " you have left me 
nothing but stubble ! ** 

" Quite a mistake,** said Zabillet; "you have more 
now than the king.*' 

" Pierre ! *' said Joan to her youngest brother as he 
came in, " how do I look ? ** 

He laughed, and said, " Oh, mother, you have not 
spared the shears ! Did you want to stuflF a pillow? — 
You don*t look bad, though,** added he, seeing his 
sister*8 look of chagrin. 

Ah well ! *' said she, recovering her good himiour, 
it will not matter when they have once seen me. If 
I had taken the veil to please our Lady of Belmont, I 
should have had my hair cut ofi^, all the same, and I 
should not have been so useful then, to the king.** 

" Certainly you would not,** said Zabillet, as a new 
prospective evil loomed in the distance, " Don't you 
ever go and take the veil ; or 1*11 have no more to say 
to you. That would be worse even than soldiering.** 

After a pause she added, " Child, we shall go away 
to-morrow.*' 

" Oh, mother ! why ? ** 

" All these grand doings have lost their savour, now 



« 



278 A Noble Purpose 



I know you will not return with us. I would rather 
8it at my spinning and cry/' 

" If you cry, I must cry too/' 

" You will, you will, when we are far apart jfrom one 
another ! '' 

^' Here's a jolly end to a coronation day ! " said 
Pierre. '^ Why, I would do something better if I was 
either of you two." 

'^ Silence, malapert," said Jacques, gravely, '^ and 
respect their feelings." 

Joan soon cleared up, and said, " Perhaps it is well 
you should leave me, for otherwise I must leave you. 
The king is going on a pilgrimage to Corbeni, to pray 
at the shrine of St. Macon."* 

" Ah, he is a good young gentleman," said Zabillet. 
" I trust the young English king will soon give over 
tormenting him." 

" Joan ! do you never feel fear ? " said Jacques. 

'^ No," said Joan ; '^ I fear nothing but treachery ."f 

Finally, it was arranged that the old people should 
depart early on the morrow — early enough for Joan 
and her brothers to see them a few miles on the road. 
She was glad to caress old Dagobert again : he knew 
her well, and eyed ^her with a good deal of solemnity. 
It was a beautiful summer morning, and the air and 
exercise put them all in cheerful spirits, so that they 
bore the parting very well. When Joan got back to 
Rheims, she found everything in readiness for the 
pilgrimage. Dunois came up to her, evidently with 
something to communicate; but stopped short, for an 
instant, as his eye fell on her, and said — 

* This was supposed to give virtue to the touch for the king's evlL 
t Procte. 
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'' Comment P '' 

This was the only comment, however, he' made, and, 
with a little siiiile, he hastened to say — 

" You will be glad, I am sure, to know that the king 
has made our &iend La Hire Bailli of the Vermandois/' 

" Oh, I am glad indeed ! Is he not glad himself ? '' 

" Of course he is/' 

So they all went to Corbeni, after taking leave of 
the archbishop; and the people again cried "Noel'' 
as they defiled through the streets. 

At Corbeni, deputies from Laon came to submit 
themselves to the king. From Corbeni, the king led 
his army to Provins, to Soissons, and to Ch&teau 
Thierry. He had little more to do than to canter over 
the ground; the closer he drew to Paris, the greater 
was the alarm at his approach. Paris itself had just 
then no defender of note but the Sire de Tlsle Adam ;, 
but the Duke of Bedford speedily returned from Eng- 
land with Beaufort, Cardinal of Winchester, and with 
considerable reinforcements ; which, joined to the Bur- 
gundians, and the garrisons he drew out of Normandy, 
put at his command about ten thousand men. On the 
4th of August, he addressed the following letter to the 
French king : — 

" We, John of Lancaster; Regent of France andv 
Duke of Bedford, make known to you, Charles de 
Valois, who were wont to style yourself Dauphin of 
Vienne, but at present without cause call yourself king, 
for wrongfully do you make attempts against the crowi^ 
and dominion of the very high, most exxiellent and. 
renowned Henry, by the grace of God true and natural 
lord of the kingdoms of France and England, — deceiving 
the simple people by your telling them that you come* 
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to give peace and security, whicli is not the fact, nor 
can it be done by the means you have pursued and are 
now following, with the aid of superstitious and wicked 
persons, such as a woman of disorderly and infamous 
life and dissolute manners, dressed in the clothes of a 
man, together with an apostate and seditious mendi- 
cant friar. You have also taken forcible possession of 
several towns and castles belonging to my said lord the 
king, causing the inhabitants thereof to perjure them- 
selves by breaking the peace which was most solemnly 
sworn to %y the then kings of France and England, the 
barons, peers, prelates, and three estates of the realm. 

^^ We, to defend the rights of our said lord the king, 
have taken the field in person, and shall pursue you 
from place to place, in the hope of meeting you, which 
we have never yet done. As we most heartily desire 
an end to the war, we summon and require of you, if 
you be a prince desirous of gaining honour, to take 
compassion on the poor people who have on your 
account been so long and grievously harassed, that an 
end may be put to their affliction by terminating this 
war. 

" Choose, therefore, in this country of Brie, where 
we now are not very far from each other, some con- 
venient place for us to meet; and, having fixed on a 
day, appear there with the abandoned woman, the 
apostate monk, and such force as you may please to 
bring. 

" Should you then make proposals for peace, we will 
do all that can be expected from a Catholic prince ; for 
we are always ready to conclude a solid peace — not 
such a false and treacherous one as that of Montereau- 
faut-Yonne, when, through your connivance, that most 
horrid and disgraceful murder was committed on the 



Nobly Won. 281 

person of our late beloved father (-in-law), John, Duke 
of Burgundy, whose soul may God receive. By means 
of this peace so wickedly violated by you, more than a 
hundred nobles have deserted your realm, as may be 
seen by the letters patent under your own hand and 
seal. However, if, through the iniquity of mankind, 
peace cannot be obtained, we will then each with our 
swords defend our quarrel before God, whom we humbly 
supplicate to dispose the hearts of these people so that 
they may dwell in peace without farther oppression. 

'^ Given at Montereau-faut-Yonne the 7th day of 
August, in the year of grace 1429. Signed 
by the Lord Regent of France, Duke of 
Bedford.^' 

'^ If that wonH settle the fellow, I donH know what 
wiU,'^ was perhaps the duke's reflection when he set his 
seal to this letter. *^ He must either fight, or stand a 
convicted coward.^' 

'^ Your master,^' said Charles, to the bearer of the 
letter, " will need very little trouble to find me, for it 
is I who seek him.^^ 

In fact, the Oriflamme * advanced to within a little 
distance of Paris, where the two armies came in sight. 

All was prepared with skill and order for the engage- 
ment. It was a pleasure to see the soldier-like bearing 
of Joan, and the skill with which she directed the 
manoeuvres of her men. D^Aleii9on said she had a 
peculiar genius for manoeuvring artillery. The Duke of 
Bedford was willing to be attacked, but not to attack, 
and when he found that this was precisely the case with 

* The Oriflamme disappeared in the next reign. It was of red 
silk, with golden flames, and was supposed to have been brought 
by an angel to Clovis. 
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the king, he retreated to Paris, where the inhabitants 
were in the greatest consternation at the near approach 
of the enemy. 

Thus Charles probably lost the opportunity for a 
decisive victory for want of a little more spirit. In 
later years, he did not prove deficient in it ; but, as 
yet, he was wanting in the dash which cries ^^ en 
avant ! " In a multitude of counsellors he did not 
find wisdom. Some of them were for returning to 
the Loire : an ineffectual attempt, however, to cross 
the Seine, which was disputed by the Burgundians, 
induced the king to return to ChS,teau Thierry, from 
whence, to the great joy of Joan, of Duke Rene, and 
of most of his captains, he advanced within ten miles of 
Paris, the poor people hailing him with cries of ^' Noel ! ^' 
and the priests singing "Te Deum^' in the churches. 

" Ah ! ^' said Joan to Dunois, " these good people 
are very loyal and very devout. When I die, I should 
like it to be here.^^ 

'^ Joan ! ^' exclaimed he, " do you know where and 
when you shall die ? ^' 

•^ I neither know when nor where,^^ she replied. '^ I 
shall die when it pleases God. I have fulfilled what 
He gave me to do, which was to raise the siege of 
Orleans, and have the king anointed at Rheims. Were it 
His will, I would fain go home now to my dear parents 
and brothers, and keep their sheep and cattle.^'* Say- 
ing which she looked upwards, with eyes full of tears. 

And never did her noble companions feel more as- 
sured that she was a child of God, and not of the 
devil, as the English maintained.f 

• " Leurs brebis et b^taiL'' — DeposUum of Dunois, 
tibid. 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 

HER great renown had left her just as simple and 
modest as ever.* There was seen in her the same 
piety; she continued to frequent the churches; and 
sometimes complied with the request of some poor 
woman that she would be sponsor for her infant at the 
font.f Her sanctity and purity were such as to abash 
and check the many around her whose lives and con- 
versation had habitually been the very reverse. There 
were those who would have spoken to her of love : 
they had not liberty to utter a second word about it. 
She was gentle and kind^ especially to the poor, whom 
she helped when she could. Not to wound their feel- 
ings, she did not roughly repulse them when they came 
to kiss her hands, for she accepted it as only their 
witness to belief in her mission. Every night, she was 
careful to lodge with some respectable woman, with 
whom she generally slept. She never ascribed mira- 
culous virtue to her baniier, though others were ready 
to do so. 

" My mission,^' said she, '^ is a ministry % — ^nothing 
more.^' 

Duke Rene, whose good, pure, and lofty nature was 

* '^Sa grande renomm^ I'avait laiss^e aussi simple et ausei 
modeste," &c. &c. — Barante, 
t Proces. 
X " Mon fait," disait elle, " n'est qu'un miniate." 



284 A Noble Purpose 

akin to that of our beloved Prince Consort,* liked to 
talk to lier of noble deeds, and also to question her 
about her shepherd life. Perhaps it was in consequence 
of the simple charm she threw around it, that, in after 
years, when his long imprisonment was ended, he and 
his queen played shepherd and shepherdess awhile — 

" Pcrtant la paneti^re 
Et houlette, et chapeau," &c. 

To Rene we owe the introduction of the Proven9e rose 
and Muscatel grape. 

The Duke of Bedford, finding the king still in the 
neighbourhood of Paris, again took the field, at the 
head of about ten or twelve thousand men. Charles 
was near the village of Baron, in the neighbourhood of 
Senlis. The Duke took up a strong position near the 
abbey of La Victoire : hedges and ditches covered his 
flanks, the river and a large pond were in the rear; the 
front was fortified by his archers with sharp stakes. 
Overhead the banner of France, as well as of England, 
waved defiance to the Oriflamme — 

Sound trumpets ! Knights, prick forth to noble deeds ! 
A kingdom is the prize ! 

The king himself is in the field, with Joan, and 
D^Alengon, and the dukes of Lorraine and Barr, 
Dunois, De Boussac, De Retz with the blue-black 
beard, Saintrailles, De Gaucourt, and Etienne de Vig- 
nolles, well known to us as La Hire. 

Something great ought to have been done, but nothing 

* '^ He cultivated in himself, and encouraged in others, theology, 
astronomy, mathematics, medicine, jurisprudence, and education ; 
architecture, sculpture, and painting were either patronised or 
practised by him." 
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great was done. Truly it seemed^ with regard to Joan^ 
as if her ministry really had or ought to have ended, 
for she was vacillating and uncertain. Charles was full 
of ardour for the attack ; he cantered along the front, 
like a brilliant chevalier, within two bowshots of the 
enemy. But the palisades of the English seem to have 
answered the double purpose of keeping themselves in 
and the French out. 

Here and there, a valiant Frenchman, on horse or on 
foot, goes close to the palisades and defies the foe ; on 
which a nimble Englishman leaps out and meets him, 
hand to hand. The boy pages, in like manner, defy 
each other. But all this was retail, not wholesale. 

Sound a charge, trumpets ! Here comes the king^s 
favourite. La Tremouille, gay as a butterfly, a very 
carpet-knight, dashing forward in grand style, mounted 
on a fine horse, covered with dazzling armour, that 
sends forth " clear, trembling lustres, that torment the 
sight.'^ * Surely, it must be Paris himself, or at least 
County Paris. He couches his lance ! He claps his 
spurs into his horse^s sides up to their rowels ! He 
speeds towards the stakes ! — 

" But stay — spite I 

But mark — ^poor knight, 
What dreadful dole is here ! 

Eyes I do you see ? 

How can it be ? 
dainty duck I oh dear I " 

Had Shakspeare been a contemporary poet, those 
verses could not have failed to be applied on the 
occasion. "Par malheur,^^ his horse stopped short, 
and he had the greatest difficulty in retreating in face 

* Wiffen's " Tasso." 
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of the enemy. So ended the brilliant demonstration 
of the Sire de la TremouiUe ! 

Not one but several white standards shook their 
silken folds over the French forces ; for sundry lords 
and knights had copied Joan^s banner ^'with the 
strange device/' Hence, the English knew not where 
to look for her, which contributed to her safety. They 
could not suppose the young knight in silver armour, 
who now and then shot forward and swept the plain 
nearly to the palisades, as if to encourage others to 
follow, was the dreaded Maid. 

Another chevalresque figure, in black and gold 
armour, with azure scarf and plume, mounted on a 
coal-black steed, was De Retz of the blue-black beard, 
with his iron will looking through its dark vsdndows, 
his eyes; and his black Fate like atra Cura, behind 
him on the saddle, clasping him with her weird arms. 

As Joan gently cantered back from the palisades, 
without any sign of fear, she passed De Retz and 
wonderingly looked at him to see why he remained 
there immovable. He was attentively looking at a poor 
wretch writhing in agony from an arrow in the eye. 

'^ Ah ! '' cried she, in horror and pity, and she was 
about to dismount, when the poor man died. She 
looked piteously at De Retz, but there was a strange 
smile on his face, as if he had been enjoying the sight. 
She rode from him in disgust. 

Towards sunset, the fight became more animated. 
The heat was very great ; the combatants could scarcely 
see one another for clouds of dust. Flights of arrows 
whistled through the air. The foes were so equally 
matched that when the increasing darkness compelled 
them to cease, neither side had gained any decisive 
advantage. The Duke of Bedford warmly thanked his 
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Picard troops for having supported the brunt of the 
battle. Thus ended this brilliant passage-of-arms. 

Charles thought this enough for one while; so he 
drew off to Crespy, passing Compiegne — a name we are 
now very familiar with — ^which opened its gates. The 
Duke of Bedford drew off to Paris. The cause of the 
English in France grew weaker and weaker. That of 
Charles the Seventh grew daily stronger. 

Now ensued negociations with the Duke of Burgundy, 
whom the king desired to regain and the English to 
retain. While these negociations pended, there was 
a truce between them, which neither party observed 
when they thought they could gain something by 
breaking it. 

The Duke of Burgundy had much to elate his pride ; 
and, moreover, was preparing to marry his third wife. 

Now we come to a curious trait of the times. Our 
brave La Hire, the truce not extending to the English, 
attacked their fortress of ChS,teau Gaillard by night, 
and carried it. Kingston, the English commandant, 
being surprised, escaped for his life. Entered La Hire, 
looked hither and thither, into this room and that, and 
presently found, underground, a countryman of his, 
Arnold de Barbazan, closely imprisoned in an iron 
cage, in which he had been kept nine years ! Another 
illustration, this, of Bluebeard^s times. La Hire im- 
mediately had the cage broken open ; but De Barbazan 
would not come out ! He said he had given Kingston 
his word not to do so without his consent; on this 
account, doubtless, his life had been spared. 

So a messenger was despatched after Kingston, to 
beg him to release this honourable man from his 
engagement; which he did. And then De Barbazan 
went and presented himself to the king, who had given 
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Idm up for dead. He was the first to bear the title of 
the '^ knight without reproach/' 

" Durant le dit si^ge, La Hire 
Se passe le Seine sur le tard 
Et Teschelle prend sans mot dire 
La place de Chateau GaiUard. 

" Elle est sept lieues de Rouen, 
Et fut la trouv^ enf err^ 
Dans une fosse ^arbazan 
Ou neuf ans ayoit demeur^."* 

Paris now lay invitingly open, the Duke of Bedford 
was absent, the inhabitants intimidated ; but — " le Sire 
de la Tremouille ne le voulait point/' One is sick of 
such a poltroon. Joan urged and besought the king to 
enter his capital, assuring him of victory, and Duke 
Rene warmly supported her. Her renown was greater 
than ever. She and the vanguard, led by D'Alengon, 
Duke Rene, De Retz, De Boussac, and all the bravest 
knights, advanced to St. Denis and there took up their 
quarters. The general body of the army found quarters 
in the neighbouring villages. 

It was expedient to find friends within the walls; 
and D^Alen9on wrote to the provost of Paris and other 
influential persons in very insinuating terms, and not 
sparing promises. But the Parisians were at this time 
loyal to the king of England ; they therefore applied 
themselves all the more diligently to repairing and 
defending their walls. Loyal sermons were preached 
from pulpits, loyal contributions poured into the trea- 
sury. The populace were inflamed by assurances that 

* Martial, the Parisian Homer. 
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the soldiers of Charles were monsters of brutality^ and 
that their city would be razed to the ground.* 

The royal troops gave but too much colour for these 
exaggerations. They got no pay, and were obliged to 
feed themselves as they could ; consequently they were 
not very scrupulous in levying involuntary contributions^ 
and they were growing disorderly and demoralised. This 
occasioned grief of heart to Joan; and one day falling 
in with two notorious offenders, she broke her sword on 
their shoulders. It was the sword of St, Catherine of 
Fierbois. 

Charles was vexed when he heard this ; and said to 
her, '^You should have used a good thick stick; it 
would have done as well.'' 

'^Certainly I am sorry," said she, '^ because the 
sword came fix)m the church of St. Catherine, whom I 
love so much. However, I care forty times more for 
my banner than for any sword, for my aim is never to 
kill, and seldom to hurt.'' 

Thenceforth she generally contented herself with 
leading the way with her standard, keeping back assail- 
ants either with her lance or with a little axe attached 
to her girdle. 

At length, after spending eight days at St. Denis, 
the French drew up in battle array before the walls of 
Paris, nearly where the Rue Traversi^re now stands. 
They were accompanied by a formidable artillery, and 
by waggons of faggots to fill up the ditches. 

It was on the day of the Nativity of the Virgin, and 
the Parisians were attending high mass. All at once, 
those who were in church heard cries of '^ The Armag- 
nacs are on us ! " '^ All is lost ! " Great confusion 

* A citizen of Paris kept a journal at this time which shows 
what strange impressions were entertained of Joan. 

U 
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ensued; the walls were hastily manned^ and the English 
and Burgundian standards unfiirled. 

Soon a hand-to-hand combat commenced. Joan and 
some of her brothers-in-arms attacked the first barrier : 
they set fire to the palisade and got within it ; but there 
were still two ditches between them and the wall. Joan 
saw that the first of these was not dangerous ; but the 
second was deep and full of water, which she was not 
aware of. She incited the men-at-arms by crying — 

" Forward! forward ! you will sleep to-night in Paris V^ 

But she afterwards said that this was not at the 
suggestion of the voices. Had the French concentrated 
their strength on this point, no doubt it would have 
been carried; but the king hung back at St. Denis, 
and the chiefs were scattered. The Duke d^Alen9on 
had taken up a position where he was out of gimshot. 

Meanwhile, Joan, with De Retz and others, passed 
the first fosse. On reaching the second, and finding it 
full of water and mud, she went along the brink, 
sounding it with her lance. Without being discouraged^ 
she desired faggots and fascines to be fetched. She 
was obeyed with alacrity, and her companions seemed 
determined to support her, though the defenders had 
brought culverins to bear upon them, and they were in 
a complete shower of arrows. The combatants on both 
sides, beiQg within speaking distance, heaped abuse 
upon each other. Joan cried, " Surrender to the King 
of France ! '^ and was answered with insults and con- 
tumelies. Nothing damped her resolution. But pre- 
sently, wounded by an arrow, she dropped to the 
ground, on the reverse side of a mound between the 
two fosses ; and here she was obliged to remain, being 
in too much pain to move, but animating and directing 
her companions. 
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And thus she continued all day. Darkness came on, 
but still they were unable to cross the second ditch ; 
and La Tremouille sent them orders to draw off to St. 
Denis. Joan would not go: she remained reclining 
under the mound, till D'Alen9o1i, after repeated mes- 
sages, sent Guichard de Thiebronne to bring her off 
whether she would or not. 

A contentious council ensued : La Tremouille, mean 
fellow, was for falling back on the Loire. 

^^ Fall back on the Loire ! '^ exclaimed the indignant 
Rene. ^^ Retreat from the invader while Paris remains 
in his hands ? Never, never ! Forward to the capital, 
never to give way till it is recovered f * 

His voice was not attended to, however; La Tre- 
mouille^s counsels prevailed, and Joan was accused of 
having said they should sleep that night in Paris. Was 
it her fault or La Tremouille^s that they did not ? 

My voice is now of no good,^^ said she to the king, 

for my council no longer lead me. I have no more 
mission now than any other girl has, and shall hang up 
my sword in the abbey-church and go home.^^ 

" Joan ! do not forsake me ! '' said Charles. And 
again she obeyed her king against her own judgment. 
She hung up her sword over the altar of St. Denis, 
however, because, she said, his name was the war-cry of 
France. 

Charleses good-for-nothing mother,Isabelle of Bavaria, 
was within the walls of Paris, at this time, at the Hotel 
de St. Pol. She had, from the first, sided with her 
son's foes. 

Had Charles adopted a bolder course at this moment, 
there can be little doubt that Paris would have been 



* Hon. Edmund Phipps. 
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carried, and all the inferior towns would have opened 
their gates to him. But, setting La Tremouille aside 
(whom I wish at the bottom of the sea, for reasons both 
English and French, for then we should never have had 
Joan's death to answer for), only think how the poor 
king was hampered ! He had no money to pay his 
troops, who were continually walking oflF, so that to 
reckon his army at any given number was no good, 
because it never counted two days alike. I cannot help 
thinking this was the reason why, ten years later, he 
laid the foundation of a regular army, by ordering that 
each village in the kingdom should furnish and pay a 
foot-archer, who should be free from all taxes and sub- 
sidies. (See Mrs. Markham.) This corps, amounting 
to, say 22,000 men, was called the Franc Archiers. 

Well would it have been for him, poor man, if he had 
had his wits as much about him at this time. But how 
could he complain of his soldiers, if he was beginning 
to sing ^^ home, sweet home,'* himself ? and to think he 
should like to be back at Chinon or Mehun-sur-Yevre, 
and have a little hunting, hawking, and autumn-gar- 
dening ? We know some one a good deal cleverer, who 
went home very inopportunely, as many thought, from 
Villafranca ; but it all came right in the end, and so 
Charles hoped it would now. 

So he led his troops back across the Loire, and then 
let a good many of them scatter themselves, with virtue 
for their reward : the rest he led to winter quarters. He 
left strong garrisons in the cities he had taken, and 
among these was Compiegne, which he left in charge 
of De Flavy, a man as brave, but as wicked, as Blue- 
beard. 

While Charles — ^having thus missed the tide which, 
taken at the ebb, leads on to fortune — retreated across 
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the coimtrj as if returning from a tournament^ tlie 
Duke of Bedford re-entered Paris^ where the Duke of 
Burgundy soon joined him with his sister^ the Duchess 
of Bedford^ who had been spending two months with 
him. Many debates ensued^ and the English now being 
unpopular in Paris^ it was decided in parliament^ to 
Bedford^s great dissatisfaction^ that he should make 
over the regency to the Duke of Burgundy, and content 
himself with the government of Normandy. In about 
a fortnight, therefore, he led off his English troops to 
Eouen, leaving the Parisians a prey to the five or six 
thousand disorderly Picards the Duke of Burgundy 
had brought with him, who pillaged their entertainers 
without remorse, and desolated the neighbouring 
villages. 

It may here be said, though a little too late, that 
among the towns which surrendered to Charles, on his 
way to Paris, was Beauvais, the citizens of which joy- 
fully received him, and shamefully chased out their 
disaffected bishop, Pierre Cauchon, which accounts for 
his subsequent malignity. 

A fragment, consisting of two machicolated towers, 
alone remains to point out now the site of the castle at 
Mehun-sur-Yevre, where Charles the Seventh spent 
much of his earlier life, and where he at last ended his 
days. It was only a few miles from Bourges, the 
ancient capital of Berri, whither he was now leading 
his army for the winter. 

The Rue de la Grosse Armee may still be seen in 
Bourges, where Charles lodged those of his men whom 
he quartered in the city; and the Rue de la Petite 
Armfie adjoins it, but the camp was without the walls, 
which were old Roman ramparts, and flanked with sixty 
towers. 
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Jacques Coeur, the merchant-prince, and all the city 
dignitaries poured out of the city to welcomie the 
king, who, if not King of France, was at least King of 
Bourges, and honoured accordingly. Great was the 
stir in the grand old town. Jacques Coeur^s house was 
not then built, or, at any rate, not completed ; but, in 
the Rue des Vieilles Prisons, still exists a mansion 
called L^ Hotel AUemand, which the king occasionally 
occupied, and where, if tradition be believed, his son, 
the little Dauphin, afterwards Louis the Eleventh, had 
been bom about seven years before. 

This old palace is now a nunnery of Soeurs Bleues. 
You might pass its low portal and ancient windows 
without guessing anything particular to be within ; but 
this outward simplicity has been the result of design, 
to make the richness of the interior more impressive. 
Were you to ring the bell and obtain admission, you 
would find yourself in a small but singularly beautiful 
court, where the intricate details of the building would 
be revealed in full view ; its walls being adorned with 
medallions of great beauty, the mouldings and tablets 
decorated in the richest manner, the portals supported 
by wreathed pillars, and the small tourelles covered 
with arabesque tracery to their very pinnacles. Over 
the principal doorway is the medallion of a warrior, in 
a grotesque helmet, supposed to represent Priam, from 
whom the French kings claimed descent. In witness 
whereof, see the city of Troyes ! Other medallions are 
strangely grotesque. The ornamentation with which 
the whole is encrusted would almost repay examination 
with a magnify ing-glass : the chapel is one mass of 
lacework carving, and its bas-reliefs are riddles. Nume- 
rous spiral staircases, with niches containing statuettes, 
lead to the different saloons. One of these has a carved 
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ceiling of extreme beauty. Another has a magnificent 
chimney-piece.* 

Here^ then^ Charles found himself much more at his 
ease than under the walls of Paris; and as honey 
attracts flies, so did he prove attractive to the host of 
gay lordlings and fair ladies, minstrels, trouveurs, jong- 
leurs, jesters, and merrymakers of all sorts, who were 
wont to prey on him. 

As for Joan, she was lodged with the highly respect- 
able Dame Marguerite la Tourolde, who thought her- 
self happy to have her, and who lived in an ancient 
house with gables facing outwards to the street, and 
with a frame front of ornamental timber and innumer- 
able small lattices. As for De Metz and De Poulengey, 
they were hospitably entertained by a kinsman of the 
former, the porte cochere of whose roomy, gloomy 
dwelling was in a dead wall of the court quarter, at no 
great distance. 

♦ Miss Costello's " Auvergne." 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

SIR LYON DE L'ETOILE, the old knight with 
whom De Potdengey and De Metz boarded^ was 
garrulous and deaf, so that he was fonder of telling long 
stories than of listening to those of other people^ and 
all his stories tended to prove that chivalry was declin- 
ing, and would soon be extinct — ^which was taking snch 
a very low-spirited view of affairs that De Metz soon 
found a pretext for quitting his fireside, and going out 
of doors. 

He had not walked far before he observed himself 
furtively watched by a small boy, whom he immediately 
collared, saying, *^ Where is your lady ? '^ 

"My lady,'* replied the small boy, "is with the 
queen, at Mehun-sur-Yevre, and she sends you this 
kerchief of pleasance, and desires that you will hence- 
forth style yourself the Adventurous Squire.^' 

" Tell your lady that the Adventurous Squire will 
soon cast himself at her feet,'* said De Metz, presenting 
a small coin to the small boy, who, with a smile and a 
bow, disappeared. He then unfolded the kerchief of 
pleasance, which was what we should familiarly style a 
^ silk handkerchief, and after examining it attentively, he 
tied it round his arm. 
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After this De Metz ordered his horse, and told De 
Poulengey where he was going. He left it uncertain 
whether he should return : towards nightfall, however, 
he reappeared, looking as cross as could be. De Pou- 
lengey asked him what was the matter. 

I am afraid I must give that girl up,^^ said he. 

What do you think she began by asking me ? Whether 
I were engaged to be married ! I told her I was saving 
myself for her, for that I had thought we were more 
than half engaged abeady. She seemed quite sur- 
prised and amused, and said she should have thought 
herself quite at liberty to marry any day since the 
summer, had any one come forward to her liking, which 
had not happened to be the case. Then she said she 
was very well pleased with my conduct during the 
campaign, as in such and such an instance, giving me 
details and particulars, De Poulengey, that showed I 
must constantly have been watched ! I only wish I 
knew by whom ! It is too bad ; and yet the interest 
therein betrayed was flattering.^' 

" Certainly ,'' said De Poulengey. 

" Then," pursued De Metz, " I thanked her for her 
kerchief of pleasance, and was going to say something 
rather neat about it, when she exclaimed that I had 
not put it on in the proper manner, and taking it from 
my arm, she put it over my head, and tied it in a large 
bow under my chin, which she pronounced most becom- 
ing. It did very well to laugh at, and it was pleasant 
to have her white fingers so engaged ; but when she 
declared that I must return to Bourges in that guise, 
and walk about the streets for three weeks, like a 
ridiculous old woman with the toothache, I turned 
restive ! '' ^ 

'^I do not wonder at that!'' said De Poulengey. 
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*' She was wanting in proper respect for yoa; and 
where there is no respect, there can be no real love/' 

'^ In short, we had a few words,'' said De Metz. 
'^ Sharp ones, too ! and bitter. She said she had long 
feared I was deficient in strength of mind, and that 
this would be a test of it. Moral courage was very 
little esteemed by the world in comparison of physical 
courage, of which I had lately given ample proof; and 
she instanced my engagement with the Englishman, 
and that little affair with the two Picards, as if she had 
been there herself." 

'' Perhaps she was," said De Poulengey. 

De Metz gave a start. ^^ Yet, no," said he, *' it 
could not be. It may do very well for our Maid to go 
about like a man-at-arms, but Bosaure would not. 
No I that elfin page is more likely to be at the bottom 
of it. I'll pull his ears if I ever find him playing 
the spy." 

'^ Why, all she had heard was to your credit,'' said 
De Poulengey. '^ I hope she knew how you came to 
the rescue when that gigantic Burgundian had brought 
me down." 

'^ Oh, there was nothing in that," said De Metz ; '' I 
rather think she made a passing allusion to it, but the 
drift of all was, that such trifles as those were mere 
emptiness compared with the courage that could face 
the world's laugh. I told her that to save king or 
country, or to be any real good to her ladyship, I would 
do it with pleasure, but not for a mere whim ; so then 
she said she had always maintained I had not the real 
chivalric spirit in me, and so forth, and just then the 
queen sent for her, and we parted unfriendly." 

" It will all come straight again, never fear," said 
De Poulengey. ^'Otherwise she is not worth vexing for," 
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'^ Easy to say," muttered De Metz. '^ Here am I 
getting in years, and it is time for me to settle." 

Meanwhile, Marguerite de la Tourolde came hastily 
to Joan, and said — 

'' Maiden ! ' there are numbers of women at the door, 
who have brought crosses and chaplets for you to 
bless." 

On this Joan laughed, and replied, '^ Touch them 
yourself; it will do just as well." * 

" Ah ! but they will not think so," said Dame Mar- 
guerite ; " nor, in truth, should I." 

" I will go and speak to them," said Joan, " and tell 
them there is no more virtue in my touch than in that 
of any other person." 

Directly she showed herself, however, the women 
clustered about her, seizing her by the hands, the feet, 
and the surcoat, which they eagerly kissed, in spite of 
her laughing and protesting ; and then they all had a 
little chat together, and the women said how grateful 
they were to her for getting the king anointed, and for 
raising the siege, and one of them said how glad she 
should be if Joan would hold her infant at the font, to 
which Joan readily agreed, out of kindliness and good 
fellowship, though assuring her, and all who heard her, 
that she had no supernatural gifts ; which they did not 
believe. She inquired into the wants of those whose 
appearance bespoke poverty, and, according to her 
means, relieved them, f 

* " A Bourges, des f emmes la priant de toucher des croix et des 
chapelets, elle se mit a rire, et dit a la Dame Marguerite, chez qui 
elle logeait, 'Touchez-les vous-meme j ils seront tous aussi bona.' " 

t " Venoient les pauvres gens volontiers a elle pour ce qu'elle ne 
leur f aisoient point de deplaisir, mais les supportoit & son pouvoir." 
—FtochB^ i. 102. 
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The reader is not to suppose Joan always walking 
about in armour. She seldom or ever wore it in 
church ; and we know how often she was going there ; 
but she always wore male attire. Her own expression^ 
'^ black as my coat/^ shows that the suit she wore 
under her armour was of some dark material^ probably 
cloth or leather; while, when fiilly armed, she now 
wore a crimson velvet surcoat, embroidered with gold 
and silver. Michelet supposes that so many months of 
constant association with men must inevitably have 
impaired her simplicity, and says, ^^It is not with 
impunity that one becomes all at once rich, noble, 
honoured, the equal of nobles and princes. That beau- 
tiftd costume, those proofs of royal favour, must, in the 
long run, have impaired her heroic simplicity." This 
particular application of his general observation is quite 
gratuitous. We have numberless little traits of what 
she did and what she said throughout the whole of her 
short course — they are patent and unique; and they 
betray no deterioration. 

If one pursues one's daily toil in a bad air, yet if 
one sleeps nightly in a purer atmosphere, physicians 
tell us that health may be preserved. Joan spent her 
days among princes, knights, and men-at-arms, to whom 
she was not sparing of her home-truths;* but every 
night she slept with some respectable, motherly woman 
of the bourgeois class, or was the guest of some honour- 
able lady. Moreover, as Antaeus renewed his strength 

* Reviewing the troops in the market-place, on her second visit 
to Orleans, she heard '' un grand seigneur (je soup9onne que c'^tait 
le Due d'Alen9on) prof^re un jurement honteux ou 11 reniait le 
nom de Dieu.'' Joan exclaimed, '' How ! do you take the name 
of our Lord in vain P You shall not go hence till you have unsaid 
what you have said ! " and cairied her point — Le Brun, iL 248. 
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every time he touched the grocmd^ Joan's spiritual life 
received strength every time she slipped into a church 
and held intercourse with Heaven. 

Christmas came— that Christmas she had hoped to 
spend with her parents ; but they were far apart^ and 
could neither come to her nor could she go to them. 
When she spoke of it to the king, he said he could not 
spare her. And when the tears glistened in her eyes, 
he said, ^^ Nay, Joan, be content ; I am preparing you 
a pleasant surprise. '^ 

She thought he had sent for her parents, and that 
they were coming across the country. Instead of this, 
he was having letters patent made out to ennoble the 
family. It was a great disappointment, and she could 
not show the gratitude he had expected ; consequently, 
he was disappointed too. 

'' So you are one of us, now, Joan," said Dunois, 
cordially. 

" One of you ? '^ said she, smiling ruefully. ^^ I 
shall always be I by myself, I. There is no heraldry in 
me ; and as for my good mother — fancy her a lady ! '^ 

Dunois could not help smiling. ^' I own,'' said he, 
^^ that the king has rewarded you with the coin that 
came readiest to him. Literal coin, alas ! he has not 
much of;* and if he cannot pay his own men-at- 
arms, how shall he bestow lands and money on your 
father V 

"My father asked him for no money," said she, 
somewhat proudly, " nor yet for honours, which cannot 
be supported without it. In his own little neighbour- 
hood he has always made the name of Jacques Dare 

* She had, however, cost him six hundred crowns in four months, 
by her arms, horses, and the attendants he had appointed her. 
Louis de Contes had now gone home. 
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respected ; he will only get laughed at if he calls him- 
self Jacques du Lys/' 

^^ Ah, well ! '^ said Dunois, ^^ there is a good deal in 
a name. I cannot think as you do of barren honour. 
You who have so much of it can afford to hold it 
cheap.^^ 

" I can never make any of you understand,^' said 

she, impatiently, ^' that I was but an instrument in the 
hand of another, and that the hand has now laid me 
aside.'' 

" Oh, yes," said Dunois, laughing, ^^ we understand, 
only we do not believe." 

" That just expresses the religion of most of you." 

^^Come, Joan, do not be peevish. Recollect what 
mercies we have to be thankftd for. This time last 
year I was in the beleaguered city. We had a truce, in 
honour of the holy season. Lord Suffolk and I were 
very polite to each other — ^he sent me some almonds 
and raisins, and I sent him some black plush to line his 
cloak." 

^^ What a strange present ! " 

^^ It was very simple. I asked the valet who brought 
the fruit if he knew anything his lord was particularly 
in want of, and he mentioned the plush." 

Pierre La Housse — the old, disabled soldier who had 
received a night's lodging at Jacques Dare's about 
eighteen months before — now found it worth his while 
to visit Domremy for the sake of hearing news of that 
wonderful girl, " Jeannette." 

He found the diminished family, consisting of Jacques, 
Zabillet, and Jacquemin, all assembled in front of their 
cottage, over the door of which, Jacquemin, mounted 
on a ladder, was nailing a scutcheon. 

'^ Higher, boy ; a trifle higher," said Zabillet, step- 
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ping backward to see the eflfect, and thereby treading 
on La Rousse^s foot. 

^^ Pardon, pardon,'^ said she, turning round. ^' What, 
is it you, old friend ? You are kindly welcome. I 
suppose you have come over to congratulate us on 
having got handles to our names ! ^' 

'[ No, truly /^ said La Rousse, ^^ I had not heard any- 
thing of it. What do you mean." 

" There, there ! 'tis all a parcel of nonsense,^' said 
Jacques, looking pleased, however. ^^The king has 
given us a patent of nobility, though without a foot of 
land to grace it ; so now we have De or Du before our 
names, I am sure I forget which, and we are no longer 
Dare, but Du Lys, and we have a family motto, and 
my wife is a dame, and I am a gentleman. I look like 
one, donH I?" and he showed the homy, toil- 
hardened palms of his hands, and laughed. 

^' The king has done right well, and I am pleased to 
hear it,'' said La Rousse. 

" Oh ! I'm hardly pleased ; I can do nothing but 
laugh," said Zabillet. ^^ Dame Zabillet, quotha ! Nay, 
Zabillet me no Zabillets — Dame Isabelle, an' it please 
you ! Dame Isabelle Romee ; for that's my name in 
ftdl!" 

^^See here," said Jacquemin, going over the scut- 
cheon slowly with his finger. " I can't read the words, 
but here's a wheatsheaf with three vine-leaves over it, 
and on either side a large bunch of grapes. What may 
it portend or signify ? " 

"That's plain enough," said La Rousse. "The 
wheatsheaf represents your worthy father, whose time 
has chiefly been spent in husbandry ; the three vine- 
leaves are his three sons, of whom you are one ; and 
the two bunches of grapes are his wife and daughter.^ 
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'^ You explain it like the patriarch Joseph," said 
Jacques, ^' and have made as clear as day what was 
a mystery to us. Joan may well be compared to a 
bunch of grapes, for she is both sweet and strong; and 
her mother was the same once on a time. The vine- 
leaves, as you say, are three in number, and so are my 
sons ; but to liken me to a wheatsheaf, the emblem of 
plenteousness, seems too high a compliment.^' 

"Why, the very thing the king intended was to 
compliment you,'' said La Rousse, " and he has hit it 
off exactly." 

'' It would give me great satisfaction," said Jacque- 
min, ^^ if you could make out the motto ; for though I 
have heard it more than once, I have forgotten it." 

^'The motto," said La Rousse, deliberately, after 
eyeing it a good while, " is ^ Vive Labeur,' — long live 
labour." 

"Well, that's sure to come true, anyhow," said 
Jacques du Lys, laughing ; " for, as long as the world 
lasts, there'll be no end of work. Long live the 
labourer would have been more pertinent." 

" There was not room to get it in," said La Eousse. 
'' Well, Master Jacquemin, you have made a tidy job 
of it and very ornamental it looks." 

'^Uncommon, at any rate," said Jacquemin, well 
satisfied. 

" TJncommon ornamental — ornamentally uncommon. 
You'll be having a power of strangers coming to look 
at it," which was a truer word than the old soldier 
knew. The present scutcheon, however, bears the date 
1481, and under the above device is the shield of 
France — ^three fleurs-de-lis proper, with the words 
"Vive le Roi Louis," i.e. Louis the Eleventh. On 
either side of this is a similarly sized shield, one 
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exhibiting three spear-heads inverted (whatever they 
may typify), and a star between them; the other, a 
sword, point upwards, surmounted by a coronet adorned 
with strawberry-leaves. 

" Come in ! come in ! " said Zabillet, hospitably. 
^^ Though we are ennobled, we are not a bit altered. 
You must share the contents of the pot-au-feUy and we 
will talk of old times. Ah, well-a-dav ! it seems a cen- 
tury since you first came here.^^ 
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CHAPTER XXXI. 

TTTHEN the courtiers went to pay the compliments 
* » of the season to the king and queen, Joan re- 
ceived the congratulations due to her on her newly- 
acquired nobility. She really was glad of it not only 
for herself but in respect of Jeannot and Pierre, who 
had hitherto been at a disadvantage in company with 
young men of noble birth ; and there were substantial 
evils and systematic oppressions in those days attending 
the lot of peasants. 

She found Charles in weeds of peace, that is to say, 
a long loose silken gown with wide sleeves, au sien de sa 
famiUe, with the little Dauphin aged seven, afterwards 
Louis the Eleventh, at his side. 

" My child,'^ said he to the wizen-faced little fellow, 
'' oflfer your hand to that lady to kiss." 

^^ That's no lady,'^ said the Dauphin. 

*^ Yes, she is,'' replied the king, laughing, ^* her sex 
and her rank avouch her such.'' 

The Dauphin gave her a most scrutinising, unchild- 
like look, and then held out his meagre little hand. 
Directly she bent her face to it, however, he put his 
finger in her eye. Joan could not help laughing, though 
he really hurt her, and the king laughed too. There- 
fore, though Mary of Anjou mildly rebuked the naughty, 
wicked little boy, he looked highly satisfied at his per- 



Nobly Won. 307 

formance, and walked off to his bersatrix. Bersatrix, 
or ber9eautrice, signified cradle-rocker to the royal 
children.* 

^^ Are you aware, Joan/' said the king, " that you 
have a rival in the field ? '^ 

^^ Gentle sire/' said she, '^ I do not understand you/' 

'^Why, a holy woman firom La Rochelle, named 
Catherine, has come hither, with a mission, as she 
declares, not of war, but of wealth. You will own 
that she will be useful to me, if she fills my empty 
coffers." 

^^ How ?" said Joan, looking troubled. 

^^ Why, Joan ! will you let no one help me but your- 
self ? As I live, you look disappointed ! '' 

'' Oh no '' 

^^ Oh no ? oh yes ! She too, like you, has had her 
visions. Her object, in preaching to the people, is to 
induce them to pour their treasures at my feet ; and 
she has the faculty, she declares, of distinguishing 
those whose treasures are concealed. She receives 
nocturnal communications from a white lady, all in 
gold ! " 

"I dare say there is nothing in it," said Joan, 
hastily. 

'^ Why, how unbelieving you are ! " said Charles, 
laughing. ^^ Would you have liked us to distrust you 
in that way ? » 

^^ Certainly I should not ; and I would fain do no 
injustice ; but indeed, beau sire, this ought to be nar- 
rowly inquired into." 

" Undoubtedly it shall be," said he, " and by your- 
self if you like." 



* Joshua Barnes. 
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" I accept the charge," said she, very seriously ; and 
other courtiers coming in, prevented the subject from 
being pursued. 

A year's military training had done so much for 
Jeannot and Pierre, who were well endowed by nature, 
that when they came to kiss hands, dressed suitably to 
their rank, the king complimented Joan on their being 
such fine young men. Had Jeannot opened his mouth, 
indeed, his speech would have betrayed the rustic ; hut, 
as Solomon says, even a fool may get credit for wisdom 
as long as he says nothing ; and Jeannot was no fool, 
though he was countrified. 

Joan was full of anxiety to test the veracity of the 
woman from La Rochelle. As Charles promised him- 
self both interest and amusement from the interview, 
and was besides quite willing to realise Catherine's 
golden promises, he had them brought together the 
following morning. 

Catherine was the complete coimtrywoman, in sabots 
and short petticoats, as Joan herself had been a year 
ago. She was ruddy and coarse-featured, with nothing 
sinister in her appearance, though her eyes were rather 
restless. 

" Now, then," said Charles, who was practising his 
former feint with more contrivance, and receiving them 
in a plain dress that had nothing royal about it, in a 
private apartment which might pass for a waiting-room. 

'^ Now tell us, my good woman," said Joan, " what 
you have to say." 

^^ I am not going to tell you," said Catherine, indig- 
nantly ; ^^ I shall speak to the king." 

^^ But the king deputes me to hear what you say." 

Catherine looked doubtingly at Charles and Dunois, 
who confirmed ft. 
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"Well then,*' said she, "you are the Maid/* 
" Why, everybody knows that/* said Joan. " I am 
known all over the country.** 
" Should you have known me ? ** 
" Certainly not;- Why should I ? There is nothing 
particular about you.** 

"I*ve had very particular dreams, though,** said 
Catherine ; " as particular as yours.*' 

" The voices came to me when I was awake.** 
" So did mine.** 

" Why, now, did not you say just now they were 
dreams ? Oh, fie, for shame ! ** 

" You take me up before I am down,** said Catherine. 
" One would think nobody could be inspired but your- 
self. Did you like being disbelieved ? ** 
" No, I did not : go on.** 

" A white lady comes to me at night : dressed all in 
gold.*** 

" When you are asleep or awake ? ** 
" Awake.** 

^^ How can she be in white if she is all in gold ? ** 
" I did not say she was in white, I said she waa 
white.** 

"Oh! .... Well?** 

" She has told me to desire the king to send heralds 
and trumpets to proclaim that all who have amassed 
any treasure, be it gold or be it silver, should bring it 
out of their hiding-places ; and that those who did not, 
she would know well, and find their hoards, and use 
them to pay the men-at-arms.** 

" Could not she do that in the first instance?** put 
in Charles. 

* Proc^, i. 106, 107, where there is Joan's full account of it. 
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Catherine gave him a look^ without reply. 

'^ Well," said Joan^ '^ I shall ask my voices about it, 
and if they tell me it is so, well and good : but my 
own mind is, you had better go home and mind your 
husband and children." 

'^ Why do not you ? " said Catherine, offended. 

'^ I have none.^' 

" Father Richard believes in me," said Catherine. 

'' So shall I," said Joan, " if I see the white lady." 

'^ For that purpose, you must spend the night with 
me," said Catherine. 

" So I will then," said Joan, whose alacrity at once 
pleased and diverted the king. 

Accordingly, at nightfall, she repaired to the lodging 
of Catherine, who did not seem very well pleased to see 
her. No one could be long in Joan^s company, how- 
ever, without becoming sociable : she asked many ques- 
tions about La Rochelle, talked of her own native place, 
and of the events of the war, tried her companion on 
religious topics, and also on affairs of the dairy and 
poultry yard. As the night advanced, she said from 
time to time, " Will the white lady come soon ? " 

^' Soon, soon," replied Catheriue. 

After a pause, Catherine said, ^^War is a shocking 
thing. I think I shall go to the Duke of Burgimdy, 
and tell him to make peace." 

" I believe there is no peace to be obtained in that 
quarter," said Joan, " except at the point of the 
lance."* 

She was growing desperately sleepy, and Catherine 
sat blinking at her; they had come to the end of all 
they had to say. 

• Proces, i. 108. 
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'^ Are you not very sleepy ? ^^ said Catherine. 

" Rather/' said Joan. 

'^ Shall we not go to bed, then ? We shall see the 
white lady all the same, and it is past midnight.*' 

'^ With all my heart/' said Joan ; and as soon as she 
had lain down, she fell asleep. When she woke in the 
morning, Catherine said — 

" The white lady came while you slept, and we had a 
long conversation together." 

'^ Ah, how disappointing ! " said Joan. ^^ Could not 
you have roused me ? I will come again to-night, and 
watch better." 

So, to provide against drowsiness she had a good 
sleep in the daytime, and then repaired, quite wakeful 
and refreshed, to Catherine's lodging. 

This time, she remained awake all night, and fre- 
quently repeated her question — " Is she coming soon?" 
to which Catherine replied, ^^ Soon, very soon." 

No white lady appeared, however. Joan was out of 
patience, and went and told the king that Catherine 
was a deceiver. ^^ Besides/' said she, " I have consulted 
my voices, and they are unfavourable to her." 

"Joan," said the king, smiling, "no one has seen 
your council, any more than you have seen the white 
lady." 

" Nobody has seen them because nobody has been 
worthy to see them," replied she, shortly. " I am sure 
you had better send this woman home." 

Perhaps she went thither of her own accord, after 
the failure in convincing Joan, for she was no more 
heard of; but it occasioned some amusement that one 
prophetess should be so suspicious of another. 

Although it was still winter, the truce was very little 
respected, and the Duke d'Alen9on desired to join 
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forces with Joan and march upon Normandy, but La 
Tremouille opposed it. He therefore sent Mareschal 
De Lore thither. 

Perrinet Grasset, a Burgundian adventurer, who had 
quarrelled with his chiefs, and who held La Charite 
and neighbouring towns, might be tempted, it was 
thought, to give them up to the king, but he refused. 
It was therefore resolved to attempt them by force, and 
the Sire d'Albret and Joan were sent against St. Pierre 
le Moutier. 

This, says De Barante admiringly, was the scene of 
one of Joan^s finest exploits. Her troops were not 
numerous j the other leaders were dispersed on other 
enterprises. She had no Dunois or La Hire to aid her. 
The siege had lasted several days : the garrison defended 
themselves well. Several attacks on them had failed. 
One day, when the French had been repulsed, and were 
retiring in disorder, the best and bravest of them think- 
ing that they must raise the siege, Joan alone kept her 
ground, and stood immovable before the ramparts. 

The Sire d' Anion ran back to draw her away. 

" You are all alone,^^ cried he. 

^^ No," said she, calmly, and uncovering her head, 
" I have fifty thousand men about me, and the place 
must be taken." 

He gazed at her, astounded ; but, raising her voice, 
she cried aloud to her men-at-arms to bring hurdles 
and fascines; and they, reassured by her intrepidity, 
obeyed orders. She gave every necessary direction; 
the fosse was crossed, the walls scaled, the town taken. 

Grant that this girl was not inspired: how much 
easier have you made the enigma ? 

The siege of La Charite immediately succeeded that 
of St. Pierre le Moutier. Here Joan and D'Albret 
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were joined by De Boussac. Perrinet Grasset was 
within the walls ; he was skilful and brave. The town 
was marvellously well fortified ; it now contains about 
five thousand inhabitants. It owes its name to the 
benevolence of its Benedictine monks to travellers. The 
road to Bourges here crosses the Loire on a stone 
bridge. 

The French were before the walls a month, without 
doing anything. They were in no great number, and 
the weather was bitterly cold. At length, a false alert, 
contrived by Perrinet Grasset, scattered the troops, and 
their cannon were taken. 

The king now thought it time to make a fresh move- 
ment towards Paris. La Hire had taken Louvires, and 
was advancing towards Rouen. The English had lost 
Melim, and were unpopular in Paris. St. Denis had 
been surprised. The king sent, therefore, — mark you ! 
he did not go himself : pleasure and duty had offered 
themselves to him, and he did not make the choice of 
Hercules, — he sent an army towards Paris; he sent 
Joan with it : he did not send Dunois, D^Alengon, 
La Hire, Saintrailles, any of her brave brothers-in-arms 
with her. He saw her for the last time, but he did not 
know it. Often we see some one very dear, very pre- 
cious, or it may be much undervalued, for the last time, 
little knowing it. 

As soon as Joan^s banner was raised, success again 
attended the French. Never had her prestige been 
greater. War raged on all sides. Rene and Barbazan 
were fighting together, like brothers-in-arms. Their 
course thenceforth diverged from Joan^s, and, on the 
plain of Bugueville, the noble Arnold de Barbazan was 
slain, and Rene taken prisoner. Rene had fought like 
a lion, and was not overcome till he was blinded by the 
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blood from a wound on the left brow, the scar of which 
he carried to the grave. He was transferred to the 
tower of Barr, at Dijon, where the Duke of Burgundy 
visited him, and was so much pleased at finding him 
painting his own portrait on glass, that he endeavoured 
to procure his liberation. A yearns liberty was granted 
him to make conditions ; failing to obtain which, he, in 
the true spirit of De Barbazan, returned to his prison. 
He was then twenty-three. 

At this time, the country was overrun by a brave 
but exceedingly wicked Burgundian, named Franquet 
d' Arras, at the head of three hundred men, who com- 
mitted enormous cruelties. Joan marched against him : 
he entrenched himself strongly, and having very good 
archers, made a vehement resistance. They all fought 
on foot. Joan and her men-at-arms were kept at bay. 
She was opportunely joined by the Sire de Foucauld, 
and the garrison of Lagny ; but they had no artillery. 
At length, after a desperate fight, Franquet was taken 
prisoner and most of his men put to the sword. ; 

The Bailli of Senlis and the judges of Lagny now 
demanded that Franquet should be given up to the 
just punishment of his crimes. Joan, on the contrary, 
wished to exchange him for a brave Parisian, the master 
of a hotel called the Bear, who was in prison on account 
of his loyalty. They told her this man was dead. 

^^ In that case,^^ said she, " I suppose Franquet must 
be delivered up to justice.'^ 

He was tried, found guilty, and beheaded. 

For giving him up, Joan was much reviled by the 
opposite party at the time, and is, perhaps, censured by 
some now. The reader can do either, or neither. The 
man would have repeated his enormities, had he been 
let loose: on the other hand, it was contrary to the 
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laws of chivalry to give him up. The report was cir- 
culated among the English that she had slain Franquet 
by her own hand. Never were the common men so 
terrified at her ; consequently, never was she so detested 
by their leaders. Many English soldiers deserted for 
fear of her, and very severe enactments were made on 
this account. 

Every effort was made to revive the Anglo-mania of 
the Parisians, and the Duke of Burgundy again avowed 
himself the ally of the English. He besieged Choisy- 
sur-Oise, and Joan and the Count de Vendome hastened 
to defend it. They could not pass Soissons, however, 
and were obliged to retire to Compiegne, but without 
remaining there. At break of day, Joan, Saintrailles, 
and about two thousand men, attacked a strong body 
of Burgundians and English at Pont FEveque on pur- 
pose to intercept them. 

Sir John Montgomery, at the head of the English, 
received the first brunt of the attack, which he could 
not have sustained but for the opportune support of the 
Burgundians. In spite of every effort, Joan and Sain- 
trailles were unable to relieve Choisy. 

The Duke of Burgundy, with his most distinguished 
commanders, at the head of whom was John de Lux- 
embourg, then besieged Compiegne, which King Charles 
had left in charge of the brave but cruel De Flavy. 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

'' TACQUEMIN/^ said ZabiUet, '' what on earth is 

J the matter with Hardigras ? He must be ill, I 
think, for he has done nothing but howl, these three 
nights. Have you not heard him ? '^ 

" No, mother/^ said Jacquemin, ^' you know I work 
hard and sleep heavy." 

'^Well, you must have been deaf, not to hear the 
noise he made," said Zabillet : and, taking a step back- 
ward, she trod on the magpie, who set up an unearthly 
shriek, and then hopped on one foot into a corner, 
bawling out, " Jeannette, Jeannette ! " 

" There, I^m always treading on something or some- 
body," said Zabillet. " It^s plain I was never meant to 
be a lady. You are more frightened than hurt, Martin, 
and should keep your toes out of my way. I suppose 
you cry ^ Jeannette ^ to put me in mind she was always 
kind to dumb animals. I remember her crying, poor 
lass, when a sparrow broke its wing. Dost mind it, 
Jacquemin ? She was quite a little thing at the time.'^ 

^' Ay, ay, I mind it, mother," said Jacquemin ; and 
though he spoke in his usual sober manner, a great, 
warm tear caught the light as it fell. Zabillet marked 
it, surprised, but in silence: it was like a drop of 
scalding oil on her heart. 



ISlobly Won. 317 









Jeanuette, Jeannette ! " moaned the magpie. 
There^ Martin, I beg your pardon/^ said Zabillet, 
sighing. " I believe you understand every word that 
we say. One would think you had corns : at any rate, 
you remember the absent, so I will give you a piece of 
sopped bread." 

At this moment Tiffanie bolted into the cottage, as 
white as a sheet. 

Oh, neighbour ! — " began she. 
Dame, if you please," said Zabillet, who was busy 
with the sop. 

^^How can one mince one^s words at such a 
moment ? " cried Tiffanie. '^ Do you know that Jean- 
nette is taken ? " 

"Taken! what do you mean?" cried Zabillet, 
springing at her like a wild animal, and seizing her 
shoulders. 

'^ Taken prisoner." 

'^ Oh, my heaven ! " and the poor mother stood right 
up for a moment, and then fell all along upon the 
ground in a fit. 

" You\e done it now," cried Jacquemin desperately 
to Tiffanie, as he ran to seize his mother's arms, " Run 
and call people — call father and Beatrice; she'll need 
two or three to hold her." 

Poor Tiffanie obeyed, bathed in tears, and in an 
incredibly short time returned with her companions, 
just soon enough to see Zabillet in her convulsions dash 
Jacquemin, though a strong man, against the wall. 

" My old wife ! my old wife ! " said Jacques du Lys, 
bursting into tears, and throwing himself down beside 
her on the ground. 

" O Jacques ! is't thou, man ? " said Zabillet, in a 
weak voice. "What is't all about?" and she laid 
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her head on his fiuthfiil heart. Jacqnemin died like a 
child. 

Zabillet breathed hard, and was icr cxAA, bat she 
was recoTering. All were thinking more of her, jnst 
then, than of Joan. 

'^Tell me/^ she presently said softly, ''all abont it. 
I can bear it now. Tell me the particulars. Ton said 
she was dead.^' 

"Oh dear no!'' said Tiffimie, cheeringlT, ''she's 
as much alive as I am. I only said she was taken 
prisoner." 

''Why, thaf s nothing ! she'll be released ! sheTl be 
ransomed!" cried Zabillet, almost shrieking. "The 
king will move heaven and earth to finee her; for 
without her, he wouldn't be king ! Did not she have 
him anointed? did not she save Orleans? Where 
should we all be now but for her ? Ugh ! why, to buy 
her of the English, the people of Orleans would part 
with the very clothes off their backs ! — or else they'd 
be wolves, not men. But they are Christians, they're 
grateful ; and the king is a good young man. I'll put 
on my scarlet hood and go to him directly. Saddle the 
horse, Jacquemin: I'll ride behind thee. Count de 
Dunois will let us in." 

She tried to rise, and immediately fell back in her 
husband's arms. 

"Thou canst not go," said he, shedding the slow, 
salt, hard-raised tears of age upon her fsice. She felt 
them fall, and looked piteously into his eyes. 

"Father," said she, "thou must not cry or it will 
kill me. My good old man! — " and a shower of 
weeping relieved her. 

" There, she'll do now," said Tiffanie to Beatrice, in 
a choked voice. 
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'^I'U be stronger by-and-by/' sobbed Zabillet; ^^I 
will and must. Or if I can't, thou, father, must go for 
me. The king will reverence thy grey hairs.'' 

^a wUl, I will/' said he. 

'rYet no, my poor old man,'' said she, putting her 
arm round his neck and kissing him. " Thou art not 
equal to the journey, and might lose thy way and go 
straying about in the forests, and fall an easy prey to 
the wolves. Jacquemin is stronger than thou." 

^^I'll go, an' thou like, mother," said Jacquemin, 
relieving his labouring breast by an enormous sigh, 
" I'm best at field-work, but I don't care a straw for 
the wolves, nor wouldn't, for the matter of that, e'en 
if they were bears or lions. The worst of it is, that 
when 1 get to court, I'm like to turn dead shy, and not 
to have a word to say to the king." 

" O Jacquemin, Jacquemin ! What, not for thine 
own dear sister ? " 

^^ I could die for her, mother, and would rather do 
so than not ; and if the English would have me in 
her stead, they might roast me and eat me an' they 
would." 

" My poor boy ! they'd never give her up for a thou- 
sand like thee ! You'd be only so many blades of 
grass, not worth feeding their ovens with ; whereas she 
is a very thorn in their sides. No, if the king were to 
offer them all the prisoners he has taken, back in ex- 
change, with half a dozen or more of his own best 
captains thrown into the bargain, they'd laugh at him 
and shake their heads. The only way to reach the 
English is through their pockets. And, unhappily, the 
king's pocket is empty. The Duke d'Alen9on bought 
himself off. The Duke d'Orleans can't buy himself 
off, and has lain prisoner in England these long years. 
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They kept De Barbazan nine years in an iron cage, and 
then went away, leaving him in a cellar, without re- 
leasing him from his parole ! But rather than Joan, 
the Maid of Orleans, should be served so — the whole 
world should be taxed ! *' 

" Rely upon it," said Beatrice, with an air of con- 
fidence she did not feel, " that something will be done. 
Why, for their own sakes they will get her back. High 
and low, rich and poor, they all set store by her ; and 
as for Jacquemin's going to urge the king to what he 
is sure to be about already, why, it would only seem 
oflScious, and be time thrown away. Why, are not 
Jeannot and Pierre on the spot? and they are of 
quicker parts than he is, and accustomed, by this time, 
to the ways of camps and courts. And then there is 
the Count de Dunois, who said no one should hurt her, 
and there are the Sires de Metz and de Poulengey, and 
there is her squire D^Aulon, besides captains more than 
I can count, so that truly I think you may set your 
mind at ease, dame, and depend on something being 
done." 

" Ay ; but I want to know what that something is," 
said Zabillet, '' and whether it is done to any good.'^ 

^*0f course, of course," said Beatrice. "Who told 
you this sad news, Tiffanie ? " 

" My boy brought it from Vaucouleurs," said Tiffanie. 
" He had it from a pedlar in the market-place, who said 
the Maid of Orleans was taken prisoner at Compiegne, 
which was all he knew." 

" Then that^s why the dog barked," said Jacquemin 
in a low voice. 

" I will go over to Vaucouleurs at once," said Jacques 
du Lys, " and see if I can glean any more tidings." 

"Yes, father, you may do that, without hurting 
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yourself," said Zabillet, stroking his cheek. "My 
dear old man ! " 

And he went on his way cheered by that loving 
caress and word, though his old heart was well-nigh 
broken. Often we comfort one another in seasons of 
deep distress by some gleam of tenderness that else 
had never escaped our close -shuttered natures. 

And now it is the narrator^s duty to show how things 
went at Compiegne. 

De Flavy, its commandant, had reasons of his own 
for hating Joan intensely ; consequently, he was not at 
all obliged to her for coming to his succour before day- 
break one morning, as far as her personal help went ; 
though her men-at-arms were very acceptable to him 
now that he was closely beleaguered by the Duke of 
Burgundy. And he told this to his wife — to his wife 
whom he had given abundant reason to be jealous of 
him, and who was jealous of him now, when she saw 
this noble-looking, high-minded girl come to his relief. 
He told his wife that she need not be jealous of Joan ; 
that he hated her with a deep hatred; and the poor 
Dame de Flavy heard it with a mixture of joy and of 
shrinking. She knew many bad things of her husband, 
and there was that in his look which made her suspect 
that he intended Joan some wrong. 

Her jealousy being quieted, she was able to take a 
pitying interest in Joan, as in some one who was doomed, 
though she knew not to what. Her husband's dun- 
geons, where there were wheels, and racks, and many 
instruments of torture, had witnessed many dolefiil 
scenes, and she had often woke from troubled sleep, and 
foimd him absent from her, and heard strange, dismal, 
stifled sounds, far down below. 

Her pity for Joan quickly deepened into respect and 
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friendsliip. She saw she was frank and noble ; she felt 
she was pure. It was long since the Dame de Havy 
had met with such a character — so humble, artless, and 
pious. Joan's dress was now rich, her carriage noble : 
there was nothing of the peasant in her appearance, 
still less of the vain, frivolous court lady. There was a 
touching melancholy, too, about her : she was engaged 
in this campaign against her judgment and inclination, 
and without her favourite comrades. Also she had a 
vague foreboding of evil. 

'^ Can we go to church this morning ? '^ said she, to 
the Dame de Flavy. 

^^ Certainly, if you wish it,'' said the Dame de Flavy, 
surprised. " I had thought you too much engaged.'' 

^^ It will be ill for us when we are too much engaged 
to pray." 

'^ I will, then ; but fetch my veil." 

'^ Where are you going ? " said De Flavy, meeting 
his wife in the corridor. 

^' To church, with the Maid." 

He made a face. 

''Much good may it do you," said he, ironically. 
" It will do her none." 

" How can you say so, Guillaume ? " 

Looking her ftdl in the eyes, he stooped hi^ head to- 
wards her, and said, in a whisper that hissed through 
the hollow gallery, '' She is sold." 

" To whom ? By whom ? " cried his wife, turning 
white. 

" Never mind that. Nor grow too fond of strangers. 
Nor betray your husband's secrets, even by changing 
colour and wincing. Else " 

And he squeezed her wrist in his mailed hand till she 
uttered a low cry of pain. 
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said he, flinging her hand avay. "And 
fay era." 

lictively after him, then at her hleeding 
impanied Joan to the church of St. 



a murdered her hushand. At her 
>!.-fence, she said it was because he had 
TMaid of Orleans. On her proving it, the 
Bmitted. 
i a beautiful May morning : the scent of in- 
[irable flowers was on the air, A good old priest 
1 catechising some young children, and preparing 
Ehem for their first Coramanion. Some of the mothers 
Trere by. Joan leaned against a pillar, profoundly 
melancholy, and listened to their innocent voices in 
answer to the benignant tones of the priest. Now and 
then, the little ones would look round at her with their 
large, loving eyes. They knew who she was, and what 
she had done, 

" My dear children," said she, when the examination 
was over, " and you, dear mothers, pray to God for me 
this night. I tell you with confidence, there is a man 
who has sold me. I am betrayed, and soon I shall be 
given up to death. Pray God, then, for me, I beseech 
yon, for I shall no longer be able to serve the king, nor 
our noble kingdom of France."* 

The Dame de FJavy heard and trembled. She could 



* " Elle alia commmiier i I'^gliae SMnt Jacquea de CompiSgne ; 
eUe fl'appuya tristement contie un des piliers, et dit aux bona gens 
at aux enfanta qui ^titient 1(1 en ffrand nombra. ' Mee tons aitiia et 
mea chera enfanta, je vous le dis avec asBurance, U y a un homme 
^ m' a vendue : je auia tiahie, et bient^t je serM livrSe i. la mort. 
Priei Dieu pour moi, je voue aupplie; car jene pourrai plus serve 
mon roi, ni le noble royaume de France.' " — Chroaiqve de Bretagnt. 
Y 2 
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have no doubt of Joan's prescience, and she condnded 
that CTery thought of her heart lay bare before her. 
She could only comfort herself by feeling that in truth 
that heart cherished no treachery nor enmity towards 
her; nothing but respect and affection. The women 
md children closed round Joan, looking at her with 
awe, pity, and love. She kissed some of them, allowed 
others to kiss her, and then said, " Come, let us pray.'' 

That afternoon, Joan headed a spirited sally through 
the bridge-gate of the Aisne, and fell upon the quarters 
of the Sire de Noyelles, just as John de Luxembourg 
and some of his knights had come out to reconnoitre 
the town more closely. The first attack on them was 
serious, for the Bni^undians were mostly without arms, 
but De Luxembou]^ held his ground as well as he could 
till succours arrived from the English : the alarm spread 
through the camp, and it poured forth its combatants. 
The French were not numerous enough to resist them ; 
twice they fell back, and twice Joan led them on again, 
with greater spirit than ever. 

At length, seeing that retreat was inevitable, she 
covered the rear, as they returned to the bridge in 
good order. The Buj^undians, seeing the fiaunous 
white banner in the rear, and recognising Joan's 
crimson velvet surcoat, embroidered with gold and 
silver, very naturally made a rush at her, just before 
she reached the bridge. Her men were pressing 
through the gate, which, by De FlavVs order was but 
half opened to them, and she found herself surrounded 
by a crowd of enemies, against whom she intrepidly 
defended herself with the sword she had wrested at 
Lagny from a Buj^undian. Her brother Pierre, also, 
defended her manfully. At length a Picard archer, 
taking firm hold of her surcoat, draped her firom her 
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horse \ she regained her feet, attacked him, and kept 
ofT her assailants till she had badked to the gate. It 
was shut ! D^ Anion, De Poulengey, De Metz, and 
Pothon, a loyal Burgundian, performed prodigies of 
valonr, but in vain. She was borne oflF to De Luxem- 
bourg's quarters, amid frantic demonstrations of tri- 
umph, as if in the capture of her single person they 
had done more than in winning a great battle. Pierre 
also was taken prisoner. 

^^ De Poulengey ! '^ exclaimed De Metz, struggling 
violently as his Mend bore him off, " if you are a man, 
set me down, and speed after the Burgundians.^' 

'^ Never,'' said De Poulengey, " till I have seen you 
in safety. I have engaged upon oath to be your faith- 
ful brother-in-arms, and shall I leave you to bleed to 
death on the field ? " 

^^ Your first duty is to Joan." 

^^ No, my first duty is to you ; even were it possible 
I could rescue the unhappy girl, who is already beyond 
reach " 

De Metz could not reply, for he had swooned, and 
De Poulengey, with difficulty getting him on his 
shoulders, staggered away beneath his weight. * 

* According to the code of chivalry, De Poulengey was quite 
right to let the safety of De Metz take precedence of that of Joan. 
So powerful was the obligation of fraternity of arms,, that it even 
superseded the knight's duty to womanhood. See Mills, i. 121 — 
123. — " A lady might in vain have claimed the protection of », 
cavalier, if he could allege that he was boimd at that moment to 
fly to the succour of his brother-in-arms." " This form of attach- 
ment was the strongest tie in chivalry." 

" From this day forward, ever mo, 
Neither fail either for weal or woe ! 
Brother, be now true to me. 
And I shall be as true to thee." 



326 A Noble Purpose 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 

THE moon^ shining coldly on a world of sin and woe, 
looked down that night on some strange contrasts : 
on wild revel and triumph in the English and Bnrgun- 
dian camps; on a solitary^ baited prisoner exposed to 
the narrow, impertinent scrutiny and brutal taunts of 
her captors ; on couriers speeding in hot haste with the 
exciting news to Paris and Rouen; on De Poulengey 
gloomily watching by his friend^s bed ; on Pierre crying 
his heart out ; on Hardigras, howling in vague dismay 
— ^while Jacques and Zabillet rested on their humble 
pallet^ unconscious of the impending blow. That is 
enough for our little picture : an artist might dimly 
outline floating figures of pitying saint and angel 
sweeping over De Luxembourg's quarters.* 

From Rouen the news was carried over to England. 
At Paris Te Deum was sung, by command of Bedford. 
The troops were animated by the tidings that the witch 
was taken. 

Joan's heart would have swelled had she known the 
day would come when she would be appreciated and 

• "The Buke of Burgundy," saysMonstrelet, "went to see the 
Maid, at the lodgings where she was confined. He said a few 
words to her, but I do not remember what they were, though I 
was present" (Ch. 86.) 



Nobly Won^ 327 

admired by the Englisli. This girl was the incamation 
of loyalty, the sentiment for which we, of all other 
people, are willing, if need be, to die. 

In the vaulted hall of the old ch&teau of Beaurevoir, 
in Picardy, on the third night after Joan^s capture, 
which is to say, on the 26th of May, 1430, two ladies 
of distinguished rank were reading with troubled coun- 
tenances a billet which had just been brought them. 
The eldest of these, who was a tall, stately, venerable 
old lady, in ample, flowing robes, and with silver hair 
strained off her somewhat formal features under a 
moon-shaped coif with flowing veil, was Jeanne de 
Luxembourg, aimt of John de Luxembourg, whom she 
loved cordially.* ^^ Une vieux demoiselle ; ^^ ^^ moult 
ancienne,^^ say the chroniclers. She afterwards became, 
by the death of Philip of Brabant, Countess of St. Pol 
and Ligny. 

The other was a much yoimger lady, of mild and 
amiable countenance; she was Jeanne de Bethune, 
Viscountess of Meaux in her own right, and wife of 
John de Luxembourg. She was commonly called the 
Dame de Beaurevoir. 

^^ This is quite startling, my dear niece,^' said the 
vieux demoiselle, ^^ How could John think of sending 
this terrible woman here ? in your state of health, too ! 
There is no knowing what effect it may have upon you. 
Men are so inconsiderate ! ^^ . 

^^ I really cannot see her," said the Dame de Beau- 
revoir ; " I have always had a horror of such persons." 

^^ There is no need for it, my dear ; I will take the 
office of ch&telaine myself, and see her locked into the 
dungeon, with sufficient allowance of bread and water. 

• "Qu'elle aimoit moult cordialement." — Monstrelet, 
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Perhaps it had better be cleaned out first; nobody has 
been in it since that horrible old Jew/^ 

" Oh, do not trouble yourself, aunt ; it is quite good 
enough for such a creature/^ 

'^ Hark ! I hear them clattering into the court-yard. 
Sit down, my love, I insist on it, and keep yourself 
quiet. Remember how important your health is to 
John. I will see to everything.^^ 

Saying which. Mademoiselle de Luxembourg, with a 
bunch of enormous keys at her girdle, sailed forth, 
lamp in hand, into the outer hall, where a crowd of 
servants, several of them bearing torches, eagerly 
awaited the newly arrived. The old lady crossed her- 
self as she anxiously looked towards the wide open 
door, whose oaken portals, fretted with huge nails, 
admitted a current of air that nearly extinguished the 
lights. 

There was a bustle outside, a sound of horses^ hoofs, 
and men^s angry voices : the next moment, Joan, travel- 
soiled, hand-cuflfed, and her face smeared with tears, 
was rudely pushed and dragged into the haU by a 
couple of stalwart men-at-arms. 

" Oh, do not hit her ! ^^ hastily exclaimed Mademoi- 
selle de Luxembourg; ^^ remember she's a sort of a 
lady.'' 

^' Sort of a lady, the witch ? " said one of the men 
contemptuously, and giving her a violent push. " Pretty 
lady ! " 

As Joaxi nearly stumbled at the push, all the servants, 
male and female, who had been pressing forward, surged 
back like a great wave. 

Gaspar, you are rude," said the lady, with dignity. 

You have now delivered the prisoner safely into my 
bands, which was all you had to do, and your charge is 
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ended. Arnold/' said she, giving her lamp to a grey- 
headed old steward, ^Hight us to the dungeon. No 
one else need go. Young woman, follow me.'' 

Joan, scared and bewildered, did as she was bidden. 

^^ Unloose her hands," said Mademoiselle de Luxem- 
bourg, stopping short. ^'They need not have corded 
them so tight." 

Joan's first use of them was to wipe her eyes. '^ God 
bless you ! " said she. 

^^ You need not use that sacred name," said the lady, 
rather severely. They went down a steep stone stair, 
and along a mouldy passage, at the end of which the 
Demoiselle unlocked a door, and signed to her to go in. 
Having locked it on her, she paused for a moment, and 
heard the prisoner exclaim, " Oh, my mother, my 
mother ! " and burst into a choking fit of sobbing. 

'^ Arnold, we ought to have left her a light," said she. 

'^ What, to set the straw on fire ? " said the old man, 
dubiously. 

^^ She would not do that. She is quite difierent from 
what I expected. How young and harmless she looks!" 

'' That's her art, I'm afraid," said he. ^^ She could 
just as easy take the shape of a cat, or a pig, or an ape, 
as a pretty young woman." 

'^ Fie, fie ! I do not like to hear you say such things. 
I shall let her have a light ; but this lamp wants trim- 
ming — and besides, I cannot go back in the dark. So 
bring me a lamp, properly trimmed, into the hall, and 
also some bread and water, and I will take it to her." 

" Camiot I save Mademoiselle the trouble ? " 

'^Certainly not, Arnold. A proper ch&telaine I 
should be ! You are presuming." 

Arnold held his peace ; and the old lady returned to 
the Dame de Beaurevoir. 
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'' I thoiiglit you would never come back, aunt," said 
she; ^^and began to fear something had happened to 
you/' 

My dear/' said Mademoiselle de Luxembourg, 

you cannot think how I have been touched. She is 
such an artless, honest-looking creature '' ' 

" Oh, but we know what she is, whatever may be her 
looks/' 

'^They had tied her hands with cords, so tightly 
as to cut quite into her skin, and, as she came in, 
Gaspar pushed her so violently as almost to throw her 
down." 

'^ He need not have done that, even to a witch \ 
but " 

'' Her face was smeared with tears ; and when I had 
her hands unbound, she wiped her eyes, and said ' Gt)d 
bless you ! "' 

"I should not have thought she would say that," 
observed the Dame de Beaurevoir, ruminatingly. 
'^ Though, now I remember, they say she makes great 
profession of piety." 

Arnold here entered with the bread and water. 

'^You may set those things down, Arnold," said 
Mademoiselle de Luxembourg. ^^ She can wait." In 
which opinion, to judge from his coimtenance as he 
walked off, he entirely coincided. 

^^As we came away," resumed Mademoiselle, "I 
heard her burst into tears, and sob ' Oh, my mother^ 
my mother ! ' It really was very moving ; especially 
as, in her misguided way, she has been a loyal subject 
to Charles de Yalois, after all. So I am going to take 
her a lamp, and some bread and water ; for it is bad 
enough to be in such a place as that dungeon under 
whatever alleviations, and I saw something shiny crawl- 
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ing aloDg^ tliat almost made me shudder. I dare say 
it was only a slug, but it looked like a leech/' 

'^ I cannot think how you could have courage to go 
into such a nasty place,'' said the Dame de Beaurevoir. 
^^ If it were not quite so horrid, I should like to go and 
take a look at the girl myself, since she seems so 
harmless ; but yet, you know, she might make a spring 
at me." 

'^I do not think she would," said Mademoiselle; 
'^ and besides, we could take some holy water." 

This appeared an excellent thought to the Dame 
de Beaurevoir, who armed herself with a little bmitier, 
and was already well fortified with curiosity. She took 
the lamp, and her aunt carried the bread and water. 
In the outer hall, they met an old nurse, named 
Therese. 

'^ My ladies will excuse me, I trust," said she, '' for 
begging to accompany them, but I earnestly hope I 
may do so." 

'^You are welcome to come, Therdse," said her 

mistress, '^ and you may carry the lamp What 

shocking stairs ! " 

'^Too bad for my ladies to tread," said Therese, 
" and, indeed, the dungeon itself is no fit place for a 
Christian." 

'^ Do you call this girl one ? " 

'^ I am pretty sure, madame, I saw her cross herself. 
Now, a woman may cross herself, and yet be but a 
sorry Christian; but, rely on it, she's no witch." 

^^ WeU, there's something in that," said the Dame 
de Beaurevoir; ^'but, at any rate, she has been in 
arms against us, and the most desperate of our enemies. 
What know we ? she may be working some spell against 



us now." 
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" Hush/^ said the meux demoiselle^ " let us hearken. 
. . . Only hear her ! she is singing/^ 

They all listened, with suspended breath, and could 
distinctly hear a low, plaintive voice singing, 

" Aidez moi in aqueste heme I " 

^^ That^s an old Breton hymn," whispered Therese, 
impressively. '' My mother used to sing us to sleep 
with it. Rely on it she^s no witch." 

Mademoiselle having fitted the key to the lock, sud- 
denly threw the door open, and Joan, as suddenly, 
sprang towards her with outstretched arms, making 
them all step back. 

'^ Oh ! " said Joan, with disappointment, when she 
recognised the Demoiselle, '^ I thought you were the 
angel who released St. Peter from prison." 

" What should you know of the angel who released 
St. Peter?" said Mademoiselle, gravely. ^^lam afraid 
you are too fond of taking holy names in vain." 

" You are a strange old lady," said Joan. ^^ If I 
were to curse you, as many would in my place, you 
would say I was a witch ; and when I speak of Messire 
and His holy angels, you tell me not to take their 
names in vain. However, I believe you are a good 
old lady." 

" The idea," exclaimed Th^r^se, ^^ of twice calling 
the noble Demoiselle an old lady ! " 

*^ Why, she^s not a young one, is she ? ^' said Joan, 
blimtly. ^' However, have it your own way — it's no 
matter to me." And she folded her arms, sighing, and 
looked away. 

After a little whispering between the two ladies and 
the nurse, in which some point seemed debated very 
earnestly. Mademoiselle de Luxembourg said — 
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^^You are not so grateful to us, maideu, as you 
ought to be ; but, — 






Grateful ?'' repeated Joan, expressively, and 
glancing round at her miserable cell. 

'^ Hear me ; — you are not as grateful to us as you 
ought to be ; because, though we have every reason to 
think ill of you, yet, compassionating your miserable 
case, we incline to remove you from this chamber, 
which is rather damp, into a nice airy apartment at 
the top of the tower; though many a person, more 
worthy, perhaps, of indulgence than yourself, has re- 
mained in this dungeon for years/^ 

Joan^s lip worked a little, but her dark lashes de- 
terminately covered her eyes, and she looked down- 
wards, saying, rather doggedly, — 

'^ Do as you like/^ 

'^ We like to remove you to the tower. Follow us.^^ 

The tears now trickled down her cheeks; but she 
obeyed in silence. 

They went up, and up, and up, all but the Dame de 
Beaurevoir, who remained below, being unequal to the 
stairs, and having satisfied her curiosity. At length 
they came to the top of the turret, which had a little 
circular chamber of stone, and was quite clean, and 
almost too airy, the loophole which lighted it being 
unglazed. There was a wooden bedstead of planks, 
and a crucifix, which when Joan saw she crossed her- 
self. This was not lost on her companions. 

*^ You will do well," said Mademoiselle de Luxem- 
bourg, '^ to address yourself to Him who is never deaf 
to the cry of penitent sorrow.^^ 

'^ As if I required to be told that,^^ muttered Joan. 

^^ She is rather hardened,^^ whispered Ther^se. 

The vieux demoiselle gave a look in reply, that said. 
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Let us bear with her ; '' and leaving her the lamp^ 
and the bread and water, she quitted her, and fsistened 
the dcx)r, the bolts of which were quite noiseless. She 
heard Joan try it the next minute, and fintliTig it 
secured, fling herself on the creaking bed. 

Therese now thought and hoped Mademoiselle would 
descend, but she remained where she was, som^ 
minutes, as if in deep thought. At length, she whis- 
pered to her companion — 

'' Shade the light : I will just look in to see all's 
safe.'' 

She did so, noiselessly, and, with a relieved look, 
refastened the door. 

''I feared," whispered she, ^'that she might be 
making away with herself, but she is already in pro- 
found sleep. Poor wretch ! I dare say she has gone 
through much." 

It was already past the usual hour of rest, and the 
inhabitants of the ch&teau were soon quiet ; but a guard 
was set at the foot of the winding-stair, with strict 
orders to let no one pass to or from the turret. 

''Niece," said Mademoiselle de Luxembourg, next 
morning, with a troubled air, '' you doubtless observed 
that John finished his note with ' Compel her to eat ! ' 
I have just visited our prisoner, but the bread and 
water are untasted. She was at her devotions, how- 



ever." 



''Probably she will eat when she has said her prayers,'* 
said the Dame de Beaurevoir. 

Some hours later, the old lady went up again, and 
found Joan sitting in a thoughtful posture. 

" Young woman," said she, " you are wrong not to 
eat the food provided for yoii. Are you dainty ? " 

"No." 
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'^ Perverse, I am afraid/* 

No answer, but a deep sigh. 

'' The fare, though coarse, is as good as you have any 
right to expect. However, in consideration of your 
great and sudden reverse, I have brought you some- 
thing more palatable. Therese, give her the broth.'^ 

Joan waved it off, and turned away her head. 

^^ I insist on it,^^ [said Mademoiselle, peremptorily. 
'^ You make a very poor return for my kindness.^^ 

Joan tasted a little of it, and then said, ^^ I cannot.' ' 

'' Try a little more.'' 

" No." 

'' What is to be the end of this obstinacy ? Are you 
going to starve yourself to death ? That will be very 
wicked." 

'' Oh, lady, lady ! how can you tease me so ? " said 
Joan. '' My fate is evil enough already." 

*' But you make it worse. See, I have brought you 
a nice bundle of clothes, suitable for your present con- 
dition, and more woman-like and becoming than those 
mannish garments." 

^^ You mean well, lady, but I dare not put them on. 
I should disobey the voices." 

'' What voices ? " 

'^ Those by which Messire speaks to me His will." 

'^ This sounds very unlikely." 

^' Did not it soimd very unlikely that I should raise 
the siege of Orleans ? " 

After a pause, the lady resumed, '' But may not the 
voices come from the evil one ? " 

'' By their fruits ye shall know them ! However," 
added Joan, '^ I dare say you think such fruits as those 
bad enough. But the people of Prance did not. No ! " 
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I do not come here to discourse on politics,'* said 
Mademoiselle de Luxembourg; ''my opinion is, that 
the less women meddle with them, the better. Tou 
can fight, but I doubt if you can spin/' 

'' Try me,'' said Joan, proudly. 

" Well, I will, if you will put on these clothes ; but 
only think how odd it would look to see a person in 
man's clothes spinning ! " 

" Who is there to see me ? " 

" We should do what is right, whether any one sees 
us or no." 

''Just so," said Joan; "and it is right for me to 
obey the voices." 

" I should like to see my way a little more clearly 
about these voices," said the vieux demoiselle. 

" There are plenty that would, I can tell you," said 
Joan ; " I myself, for one." 

" What ! cannot you understand them ? " 

She gave a heart-breaking sigh, and said, "Not 
always." 

"Come," said Mademoiselle, kindly, "let me hear 
all about it. Do I not speak like a friend ? " 

" Ah, lady, you do (sighing again), but I am in the 
midst of enemies." 

"Enemies incline, however, to requite confidence 
with generosity." 

" What have I to tell ? Nothing." 

"About the voices." 

"Oh! — ^Lady, my case is hard. My heart bleeds 
for those poor, loyal people of Compi^ne. I thought 
I should deUver them ; and I might deliver them yet, if 
it pleased Messire. He could make my way as dear as 
it was to Orleans. And I have pleaded that it might 
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be so, but the voices do not answer. Instead of it, all 

me ! that wicked y whom I will not name, tempts 

me to ^^ 

" To what ? '' 

^^ I will say no more,'^ said Joan ; and she folded her 
arms like a man, and remained obstinately silent. 

^^Well, you are a tiresome girl, I think,^^ said 
Mademoiselle de Luxembourg, losing patience at last. 
^^You do not know your friends from your enemies. 
And as for your voices, I believe them to be only a 
singing in your ears. Wilful people must take their 
course, but they cannot' expect sympathy. . . . Set 
down the broth, Therese, maybe she will eat it when 
we are gone. It would serve her right to make her 
take it as a naughty child takes medicine.^' 

They went away. 

*^ What of the prisoner ? ^^ said the Dame de Beau- 
revoir. 

" Oh ! she has an obstinate fit. I shall leave her to 
herself for a while. Her mind is distempered, I think, 
and her body too. Her hands, cheeks, and eyes burn, 
and I am sure she is parched with thirst.'^ 

^^ A little neglect may do her good,^^ said the Dame 
de Beaurevoir. 

Mademoiselle tried this plan till twilight approached. 

'^ I must go up to that girl again," said she, '^ but 
I want to finish this bit of work first." And she took 
it to the window. 

A rush through the air, a momentary darkness, and 
a heavy fall, made the good old lady cry out. 

" Ah ! " cried she, " she has thrown herself jfrom the 
window ! " 

And she precipitately left the hall. 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 



" l\/r Y aunt is more like fifteen than seventy/' mur- 

-itJL mured the Dame de Beaurevoir, hastening 
deliberately after her. ^^Why cannot this girl await 
her time ? it will come soon enough ; she is too viva- 
cious. . . . Dashed to pieces, Therese ? '' inquired she 
of her old domestic, who was hurrying to the court. 

"It can hardly be otherwise, madam: but pray do 
not agitate yourself.^' The Dame de Beaurevoir was 
gentle and kind ; but it .had never occurred to her to 
agitate herself about an Armagnac. 

There had been shrieks of terror when Joan was seen 
to fall, but some hay lying beneath saved her &om 
destruction, though she was severely contused. * 

The women-servants who had gathered round her 
were looking at her with more awe than sympathy; 
while the faces of the men very plainly said, '^ Served 
her right.'' 

" Move her tenderly," said Mademoiselle de Luxem- 
bourg, wincing as she saw Joan, when touched, thrill 
like a bird that has fallen from its nest. " Remember," 

* '^ Les saintes eurent beau dire : pour la premiere fois, elle ne 
les ^couta point ; elle se lan9a de la tour et tomba au pied presque 
morte. Heley^e, soignee par les dames de ligny, elle voulait 
mourir, et fut deux jours sans manger.'' — Michelet. 



Nobly Won. 339 

said she, impressively, in a lower voice, ^^ your lord sets 
the utmost value on her life." 

This was the most eflfectual warning she could have 
given them. 

^^ Where are we to take her, Mademoiselle ? " said 
one of the men with suppressed disgust, ^^ Up to the 
tower ? She^ll only be doing of it again." 

The meax demoiselle reflected a moment. She 
thought her disabled from a present attempt of the 
kind, but likewise feared the pain and danger of her 
removal thither. 

" There is a little turret-room out of my own bed- 
room," said she, " which would be better for her at 
present, and quite safe." 

^^ Dear aunt, how good of you ! " said the Dame de 
Beaurevoir. And it was good of her ; for the meux 
demoiselle was a thorough old maid, addicted to a 
variety of little formalities and neatnesses, which this 
arrangement would sadly discompose. The men looked 
at her with ill-disguised disapproval ; but she was Made- 
moiselle de Luxembourg, and no more could be said. 

" It is a temporary measure, my love — only tempo- 
rary," said she to her niece, who would have dissuaded 
her. " You know she must be looked to, and it will 
save me many stairs." 

This was undeniable ; so her maids officiously cleared 
out the little receptacle of old gowns too new to give 
away, and cylindrical head-dresses of the last half- 
century ; boxes, bags, and bundles ; and the patient 
was carried in, laid on a low bedstead, and her wounds 
seen to. 

All this time she had neither uttered word nor cry. 
When the Demoiselle had skilfully dressed her wounds 
with her own hands, she said kindly — 

z *Z 
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'^ Are you in pain ? ^^ 

Joan drily said " Not much/^ and averted her eyes. 

'^ Why will you be so ungracious ? " 

'^ Because I know your motive/' 

'^ My motive is a kind one, however/' 

She charged her maids, who were working in the 
large room adjoining, to be watchful and kind to her, 
and to tempt her to eat ; and she herself lingered in 
the room for some time, and returned to it when the 
servants had their meals. 

When she went down stairs, the Dame de Beau- 
revoir took her hand aflfectionately, and there was a 
tear in her eye. 

^^ Aunt,'' said she, ^^ I never saw anyone like you." 

^^ My dear, there is nothing remarkable in me, except 
that I am old and plain." 

^^ To me you are something of an angel. I never 
knew anyone care for others as you do." 

^^Try to do the same, my Jeanne," said the old 
Demoiselle, kissing her. ^*I find great peace and 
sweetness in it." 

^^ Here are three Joans in this house, aunt ; and how 
different we are from one another ! " 

" We are indeed, my dear : this poor outcast has 
great power of endurance, for which we may respect 
her ; and I fancy we shall win our way to her heart at 
last." 

^^ We ? / have not done much that way," said 
the Dame de Beaurevoir. ^^I will go and see her 



now." 
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You must not over-fatigue yourself, my love." 
Inspired by the example of her excellent aunt, the 
Dame de Beaurevoir visited Joan and spoke gently and 
sweetly to her ; but she only answered by monosyllables 
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or sighs. Sometimes^ when they took her food, she 
pretended to be asleep. 

When this had gone on for forty-eight hours. Ma- 
demoiselle, having dismissed her maids for the night, 
went in her white wrapper, with a basin of broth, into 
Joan^s cell, and, being uncertain whether her sleep was 
real or pretended, sat down in the shade, determined to 
wait till she awoke. 

Joan presently opened her eyes and started. 

^^ You here still ? ^^ said she. Then, after a little 
pause, '^ Are not you very tired ? '^ 

^^ Yes, I am very tired. I am an old woman now, nearly 
seventy, and going up and down stairs so often does 
not agree with me ; but one can but do one^s duty.^^ 

" You are a good old lady, I think,^^ said Joan, after 
another pause. 

" Child, you do not behave as though you thought 
so. If I am very good, you must be very bad, to 
give me all this trouble." 

Tears trickled down Joan^s cheeks, and she said — ^ 

'^ What do you want me to do ? " 

*' To eat this broth, in the first place." 

'' Very well, then, I wiU." 

She drank it down with avidity, plainly showing 
she was much in want of it. 

'^ Why would you not take it before ? " 

" Ah ! " said she with a shuddering sigh, ^^ I wanted 
to die." 

^^ Do you not know it is un -Christian to lay down 
life before God claims it ? " 

'^ If I talk to you, you good old lady, shall you tell 
again ? " 

'^No," said Mademoiselle de Luxembourg, after a 
moment's thought, ^^ I will not." 
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'' Well, then, I tried to kill myself because it seemed 
that the Lord had forsaken me." 

" In that case, you would not have bettered yourself, 
silly girl, by going uncalled into His presence." 

" No ; but — somehow I was impelled to it. A bad 
voice — not one of my voices — ^kept saying ^ Give your- 
self up to the English ; you will be given up to the 
English.' Ugh ! " and she shuddered. 

^^Well, but you know that was only a feverish 
fancy, the fiiiit of an overwrought mind and of long 
fasting." 

^' I do not know about that, lady ; it may have been 
so, for I never heard the voice before, and it was — oh, 
such a nasty, ugly one ! But, at the time, I was quite 
clear it was not from within, but without, and it seemed 
to impel me to the window, even against my wiU, as 
my only escape from the English — for, oh ! they have 
a black account to settle ! " 

^^ Well," said Mademoiselle de Luxemboui^, after a 
short silence, ^^ I do not think you will have any more 
of these fancies now. Let me feel your hand." 

" You beloved old lady ; how cool and soft your hand 
is ! And mine ! " 

"Ay," said the Demoiselle, smiling a little, "mine 
has handled the spindle, and yours the sword. I advise 
you now to say your prayers and go to sleep." 

^^ I will, for I can ; but, do you know, last night I 
could neither sleep nor pray." 

" That is quite simple. Do you know the Pater 
Noster ? " 

" Oh, yes ! " 

" Let me hear you." 

Joan put up her hands, like an innocent Httle child, 
at its mother's knee, and reverently repeated it. 
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'^ Quite right. And now shut your eyes, while I 
repeat five Pater Nosters and as many Ave Marias/' 

Before she h^d murmured them through, Joan was 
asleep. 

Next day the Dame de Beaurevoir was able to 
write to her husband — ^^Our prisoner was a sad 
trouble to us at first, but now she is calm and com- 
posed. She threw herself from the tower, and hurt 
herself so much that there is no danger of her escaping 
at present.'^ 

The Dame was not fluent at her pen, and Mademoi- 
selle de Luxembourg had recommended her to abstain 
from details. 

" They might trouble John,'' said she, ^^ and we are 
doing the best we can under the circumstances." 

Her first sight of Joan's sedate, collected look in the 
morning had assured her that all was going well. 

" What were you thinking about," said she, ^^ when 
I came in ? " 

I was having very pleasant thoughts," said Joan, 
of the king, and Dunois, and D'Alen9on, and De Metz, 
and De Poulengey. What a commotion they must all 
be in about me ! I know," added she, presently, ^^ that 
it is not very kind to be glad that they are very sorry ; 
but one cannot help liking being missed. And they 
will move heaven and earth, rather than not ransom 






me." 



^^ That is as may be. I would not advise you to let 
your thoughts dwell much upon it." 

" How can I help it ? And it is better than another 
thought — that forces itself on me, whether I will 
or no — my poor, poor parents ! " And she cried 
bitterly. 

When the Demoiselle mentioned this to her niece. 
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the latter observed, that the best way to prevent such 
thoughts from preying on her, would be to give her 
employment. So she went, with a distaff and a good 
lock of flax, to her, and said — 

'^Vill you spin ? '' 

" With pleasure,^^ said Joan. 

The lady watched her set about it with some curiosity, 
and then said — 

^^ I will send you some more flax ; but I did not sup- 
pose you so deft a spinster.^' 

'* Some people think," returned Joan, ^^ that if a 
woman does one thing better than her neighbours, she 
must do everything else worse.'^ 

She was now tranquil' though she longed to know 
how affairs were going. She knew that reverses were 
common to all, and that this reverse was only the 
fortune of war. She thought of the Duke of Orleans^ 
long captivity ; of De Barbazan's nine years in the iron 
cage — and yet he was out of it now, and fighting with 
Duke R^ie. To make much wail now, would be to cry 
out before she was hurt : women were generally supposed 
to have more passive endurance than men, — she would 
not be found wanting in it : she would sit still and see 
how the matter would fall. At the same time, if escape 
should ever be invitingly open to her, why 

The turret cell had no other access but Mademoiselle's 
bedchamber. Beyond that bedchamber was an outer 
room, in which, at present, two of her women slept. 
There was a sentinel on guard. 

One night, the Demoiselle, who always slept lightly, 
was awakened by a sound of ^^ Whish, whish, whish ! " 
like loud whispering. She thought it was her maids, 
and wondered what nonsensical secrets they were telling 
one another. It ceased, and she was falling to sleep 
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again^ — ^when again she heard this ^^Whish, whish, 
whish ! ^' It worried her, and she called aloud — 

^^ Pauline ! Louison ! be quiet ! ^^ 

Dead silence ensued. But she could not settle to 
sleep, and she lay thinking over a thousand disagreeable 
things. After a long pause, the sound was renewed. 
This time she thought it came from the turret; and 
springing from her bed with great fracaSy owing to its 
unfortunate infirmity of creaking, she crossed the room 
and opened the closet door. All was dark and quiet : 
she could hear Joan steadily breathing. To satisfy 
herself, she said — 

" Joan, are you awake ? '^ 

No answer. Still the old lady would not be content. 
She walked to the barred window of the cell and looked 
out on the clear moonlight — ^it was when the days were 
long. She could see the waters of the Escaut glimmer- 
ing in the pale beams. All at once, she saw the sentinel 
turn the comer, and dart very fast after some retreating 
object. She was ready to give the alarm, but felt 
impelled to watch the chase. He soon returned, and 
resumed his patrol, humming a tune. Probably he had 
caught sight of some wild animal. 

"What business had he to be round the comer,^^ 
thought she, " when his post is under this window ? I 
shall take notice of it to-morrow.^^ 

Meanwhile all appeared quiet ; the guard was on the 
alert, and here was the prisoner, sound asleep. So 
Mademoiselle returned to bed. 

People rose early in those days, but Mademoiselle 
rose next morning still earlier than her wont. She 
had been thoroughly disturbed ; and, as her aching head 
rested on the pillow, her quickened hearing became 
aware of a low, scraping sound. At first she thought 
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it was made by the rats, of which there were plenty ; 
but finding herself unable to decide that it was so, she 
arose much earlier than usual, quite at daydawn, when 
days were long, and, dressing herself, without calling 
for her maids, again paid Joan a visit of inspection. 
Joan^s eyes were open, but she shut them, and turned 
about in her bed. 

" Oh ! you are sleepy, are you?^^ said Mademoiselle, 
peeping under the bed. "Why, what^s this? Oh, 
Joan ! Joan ! ^' 

Under the bed was a heap of stones and rubble, 
which she had picked out of the wall, just where it was 
concealed by her bed. Another hour of darkness would 
have enabled her to make a hole quite large enough to 
squeeze through, though only to fall to the ground, 
unless an accomplice or two had planted a ladder, or 
held something to catch her. 

Of course, there was a scene. Joan was very har- 
dened, as people generally say on such occasions, and 
Mademoiselle was very angry. She said that she now 
saw it was impossible to place any confidence in her, 
and that she must be removed into a stronger room. 
Joan was very hot, and said she had abused no con- 
fidence, for none had been put in her, and she had 
never given her parole. The Dame de Beaurevoir, who 
now took much more interest in her, said, persuasively, 
" Won^t you give it now ? *' 

No, she would not. 

" Very well,^^ said Mademoiselle, with determination, 
selecting the very largest and rustiest of the keys^ ^^ then 
into the strong room you go." 

Joan was in that temper that she seemed rather to 
relish it than otherwise, preferring it^ she said, to such 
an uproar. 
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She thought she was going into the dungeon she had 
been put into at first, but neither of the kind ladies could 
treat her with such severity. She was placed in a 
room the walls of which were of stone so massive that 
it wa^ impossible she could dislodge them, and lighted 
by a window high out of reach. Though gloomy, the 
prison was clean, and she was reminded that if she 
found it duller and more lonely, the fault was her own. 
As sfecurity, not severity, was intended, she was given 
plenty of flax to spin, a kindness which repaid itself, 
for the ladies had no such good spinner in their house- 
hold. Here, then, she was left to her own thoughts. 

The sentinel, who was rigorously examined, did not 
give an altogether satisfactory account. He explained 
his being round the comer by saying he had been in 
pursuit of some dark object, whether man or beast he 
could not make out, which seemed lurking under the 
wall. When he turned the corner, it suddenly dis- 
appeared, which gave him a qualm at first, for he 
thought it must be a spirit — perhaps one of the 
"voices.^' Afterwards it occurred to him whether it 
might not have been his own shadow, and having 
looked about a little, he was returning to his post, 
satisfied that it had been a false alarm, when he thought 
he saw somebody or something running towards the 
trees, and gave it chase. There was no time to give 
the alarm, or he would have lost all chance of coming 
up with it, but whatever it was, it gained the wood, so 
he contented himself with returning to his post and 
keeping a good look out. 

Nothing was more likely than that Joan's brothers, 
or other intimates of hers, might be prowling about to 
avail themselves of opportunities. All this made the 
ladies agree that there was nothing for it but to keep 
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Joan very close^ mitigating the rigour of her confine- 
ment by every safe alleviation. Joan seemed buoyed up 
by some secret belief that firiends were at work for her : 
she was very quiet^ very industrious^ and very devout. 
The ladies became more and more attached to her. 
And thus she remained for about five months. 
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CHAPTER XXXV. 

LEAVING Joan for a while under safe surveiUance, 
it is needful to show how her capture was taken by 
foes and friends at a distance. 

Within three days of her capture, the Vicar-general 
of the Inquisition wrote thus to the Duke of Bur- 
gundy : — 

^^ Using the rights of our office, and the authority 
committed to us by the holy chair at Rome, we instantly 
require and enjoin, in the name of the Catholic faith, 
that you will send prisoner to us the aforesaid Joan, 
vehemently suspected of crimes savouring of heresy, to 
be proceeded against by us according to the laws of the 
holy Inquisition.^^ 

The Sire de Luxembourg, who had paid a round sum 
down to his retainer Wandomme, who was Joan's 
actual captor, paid no attention to this demand, but 
desired his wife and his aunt to keep strict watch over 
her. 

The University of Paris, then in the English interest, 
next took the matter in hand, and desired the Duke of 
Burgundy immediately to give Joan up to the In- 
quisitor and to the Bishop of Beauvais, in whose diocese 
she had been taken. The duke sent no answer, and 
the University wrote to him again in reproachful terms. 
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^^ We fear," said these learned doctors, ^^ that through 
the seduction and malice of the enemy of hell {Vennemi 
(Tenfer), and by the subtleties of bad people and your 
enemies, who are using, it is said, all their power to 
deliver her, she should escape from your keeping in 
some way that God would not permit. In fact, in the 
judgment of every good Catholic, there could not be a 
greater breach of the holy faith, to the enormous peril 
and damage of the kingdom/^ 

Thev sent a letter to the same effect to De Luxem- 
boui^. No attention being paid to either of them, 
Cauchon, the Bishop of Beauvais, who was entirely in 
the English interest, sent a requisition to the Duke of 
Burgundy, which was presented to him by two apostolic 
notaries at his bastille before Compiegne, in the pre- 
sence of all his knights. De Luxembourg also had a 
copy. Thus it ran : — 

" This is what the Bishop of Beauvais requires of his 
highness the Duke of Burgundy, Monseigneur Jean de 
Luxembourg, and De Wandomme, in the name of our 
lord the king, and of ourselves. Bishop of Beauvais. 

" That this woman, called Joan the Maid, now 
prisoner, shall be sent to the king \jo be dealt with by 
the Church, and undergo trial for sorceries, idolatries, 
imprecations on enemies, and other similar crimes. 
And though she deserves not, considering what she is, 
to be treated like a prisoner of war, yet for the remu- 
neration of those who have taken and kept her, the 
king * will readily give the sum of six thousand francs, 
and to the aforesaid Wandomme he grants rents to 
maintain his estate, to the amount of two or three 
hundred livres. 

* Aged nine : it is plain therefore who is the real agent. 
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^^ As the said woman was taken in the Bishop^s 
diocese, he claims to have charge of her for her trial, 
in which he will be assisted by the Vicar-general of the 
Inquisition, and other sagacious persons, to the end 
that it may be wisely, piously, and judiciously con- 
ducted, to the edification of many who have been 
deceived by this woman. 

" And, to conclude, that all may be contented, the 
king is willing to pay for her the ransom of a prince, 
dauphin, or king, which is to say, ten thousand francs!^ 

Sold. 

Could you really expect the ransom of a dauphin or 
king to be refused, when the victim was only to be 
a poor, defenceless girl ? ^^ A pretty penny,^^ Jean de 
Luxembourg thought then. As for the Duke of Bur- 
gundy, who reaped no pecuniary profit by it, he re- 
turned to Flanders, leaving Compiegne to be taken by 
his officers. He is not an attractive character, this 
Philip of Burgundy, though he was called the Good, 
and though he could shed floods of tears on some 
occasions. 

^^ II pleura les morts d^Azincourt, mais sa ligue avec 
les Anglais fit plus de morts qu^ Azincourt. II versa 
des torrents de larmes sur la mort de son pere ; puis, 
pour le venger, torrents de sang.^^ * 

Besides other matters, the duke had aflfairs to settle 
at home on account of the death of his cousin the 
Duke of Brabant, at the age of twenty-six. Having 
died unmarried, his domains reverted to the house of 
Luxembourg, and that benevolent old lady, the vieux 
demoiselle, unexpectedly found herself Countess of 
St. Pol and Ligny. 

* Michelet. 
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With her accustomed unselfish generosity, she gave 
the domain of St. Pol to her eldest nephew, and of 
Ligny to John, the youngest, and her favourite, who 
immediately assumed the title of Count de Ligny. 

De Flavy and his garrison in Compiegne were sorely 
pinched by famine. He received an awfiil visitation in 
the sudden death of his only son, a fine young man of 
two and twenty; but, to show that he was not de- 
pressed by it, De Flavy caused the minstrels to play 
their liveliest music before him when he went forth. 
He was, however, obliged to sue De Boussac urgently 
for succours. 

And what did Charles for his Maid of Orleans ? 
Nothing. Where were all her brave brothers in arms ? 
We know where they were not. 

King Charles sallying out like a gay carpet-knight 
one morning, with hawks, hounds, and horns, and 
a gay retinue, was checked, when he had scarcely 
mounted, by an old woman in a red hood, who almost 
threw herself under his horse. 

^^ Take care, good woman, what you are about,^* cried 
he. ^^ You might have killed yourself, or me, which 
would be worse.'' 

" Mercy, beau sire ! mercy ! '' cried she. ^^ I am the 
mother of Joan Darc.^' 

^^ Ah ! my poor creature, I am very sorry for you — 
very sorry indeed,'^ said he, feeling in his pocket, which, 
as usual, was empty. '^La TremouiUe, have you a 
trifle about you ? '^ 

'' No, sire.'' 

" What a shocking thing it is, my poor woman ! I'm 
sure I feel for all of you. Good-bye." 

^^ Sire ! sire ! " cried Zabillet, clinging to his bridle, 
" You are not going to leave me so ! What are you 
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going to do for her ? She saved Orleans ! She put 
the crown upon your head ! ^^ 

''My dear dame^ I do everything for her I can, 
which unfortunately is nothing. I give her my sighs 
and my prayers, and, you know, the prayer of a 
righteous man availeth much. Some are born under a 
lucky star, and some under an unlucky. I dare say it 
will all come straight by and by ; if not, it will all be 
the same a hundred years hence. Afflictions are the 
lot of all; resignation becomes the Christian. You 
have at least the satisfaction of having been consoled 
by your sovereign ; and I hope heaven will bless you. 
Adieu.^' 

Saying which, he pricked his horse and rode oflF, 
sending her staggering nearly to the ground, whUe 
some of his retinue looked at her with transient pity 
and others with contempt. 

'' Oh, you unfeeling young man 1 ^^ cried she, looking 
after him ; '' and is it for such as you my Joan is taken ? 
Woe to you, woe 1 Evil will haunt your steps ! You 
may flaunt awhile in prosperity, but you who have 
spumed a parent, shall know a parentis woe ! ^' 

'' Begone, old woman ! What do you stand here 
cursing for ? '' cried a porter, roughly driving her from 
the courtyard. '' If you do not take care you will get 
clapped into prison for lese-majesti,'^ 

And he shut the gate upon her, but she stood out« 
side for a while, raving like a madwoman ; and then, 
poor soul, her accents died away as she passed down 
the street. 

The price of the Maid^ of Orleans was paid to De 
Luxembourg on the 20th of October.* He then pro- 
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ceeded to Beaurevoir to transfer her to her new 
possessors. 

His wife and aunt had meanwhile become attached 
to their charge. It was long since De Luxembourg 
had been at home : they rejoiced, therefore, when he 
arrived ; little knowing his purpose. 

De Luxeraboui^ had a bluflF, frank way with him, 
that was rather engaging, and especially so to the 
ladies of his house. After embraces had been ex- 
changed — 

" AVell/^ said he, briskly, " I have my hands full of 
business just now ; and, in the first place, have to get 
rid of my prisoner .^^ 

"What do you mean, John?^' said they both at 
once. 

" Why, that I am going to pass her on to the Bishop 
of Beauvais/^ 

" You don't say so ! ^^ exclaimed his Countess, turning 
pale; while the venerable Countess de St. Pol, with 
outward calmness and determination, but with great 
inward misgiving, said— 

" John, this must not be. The Bishop has no right 
whatever to her. He claimed it at first ; and neither 
you nor the Duke of Burgundy would listen to him.^' 

'^ That is quite true, aunt, but I have listened to him 



now.^' 



c< 



You must not,^' she said, rising and laying her 
shaking hand on his arm. " She is a prisoner of war. 
John, I am not so young as I have been ; a Uttle upsets 
me. You are under some obligation to me. You owe 
some respect to my wishes.^' ' 

" Faith, madam, I owe you a great deal,^^ said he, 
taking her hand from his arm and stooping to kiss it. 
Then hear me now : grant me this wish, my dear. 
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However the Bishop may try to bribe you with English 
gold, — don^t touch it ! ^^ 

" Too late, aunt ; I\e taken it already/^ 

^^ Oh ! ^' groaned the Countess, clasping her hands, 
and unable to say another word : while the Dame de 
Ligny, shedding tears, and throwing herself at his feet, 
possessed herself of his hand and wept over it. 

'' Don't, John, don't, pray ! '' * 

'^ Why, what a fuss about nothing ! " cried he, break- 
ing from her, and speaking very loud. — ^^ Here have 
you been coddling and petting this baggage till you 
don't know how to part from her ! I am sorry I ever 
sent her here. Give me the keys of the dungeon, and 
let me go to her at once." 

" She is not in the dungeon, John, but *' 

" What, the " and he swore terribly. ^^ In the 

best bedroom, I suppose ; and taking her meals at my 
lady's table ! " 

" No, John, no. You should not speak to your wife 
in that way. I am much hurt at you, and I have a 
right to be. Have you considered the consequences of 
this sad act ? " 

'^ That's my affair, madam. The keys, if you please." 

^^ Joan was not very well, after falling from the tower, 
and, instead of the dungeon, we have kept her in the 
strong room, which has been much more convenient to 
us, and she has been very good and patient." 

" A better girl," wept the Dame de Ligny, " does 
not live." 

" Jeanne ! " said he, sternly^ ^^ you disgust me with 
your mawkishness." Thi« was said in a tone and with 
a look that suddenly checked the poor lady's tears. 

* '* En vain la femme de Jean de Ligny se jetta a ses pieds j 
elle le supplia en vain de ne pas se deslionorer." — Michelet 

aa2 
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^^Now, aunt/' said he, "lead the way/' 

" At least," pleaded the Countess, " do not take her 
away till to-morrow." 

" I comply with your wish." 

" And let me break the news to her." 

" With all my heart. — It is no treat." 

The poor old lady led the way, trembling extremely. 

" HaJ'k ! " said she, as they reached the door of the 
strong room. '^ You hear ! " 

Joan was singing the Vesper Hymn. 

'^ How very affecting," said he, ironically. 

The Countess de St. Pol sighed, and unlocked the 
door. Joan was sitting on a low stool, spinning. 

" How industrious ! " was his caustic remark. 

Joan rose and bowed gravely to him. 

'^ My dear," said the Countess, in a sorrowful voice, 
" you must prepare yourself for a little trial — we are 
going to lose you." 

^^ Where am I going ? " said she, quickly ; — ^' to the 
English ? " 

" Even so, Joan," said De Luxembourg, " there is no 
help for it." 

^^ Oh, how can you say so ! " exclaimed she, with 
flashing eyes. " You have sold me ! The voices told 
me you would ! " 

Then you ought not to be surprised." 
I am not altogether surprised, but I am indignant, 
and I am full of woe. No matter — my hour is come 
— I will not weep." And she folded her arms and 
struggled with her tears. 

" Dear Joan, you bear it well — nobly," said the 
Countess. 

" Ah, dear lady, you have been a grandmother to 
me ! Pray for me when I am gone." 
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'' You will not go till to-morrow/^ 

'^ That is a little respite. Will not the dear Lady de 
Ligny take leave of me ? ^^ 

" You ought not to expect it/* said De Luxembourg, 
" and it will do her more harm than good. You can 
see her in the morning.^' ' 

^^And remember this^ John de Luxembourg/' said 
Joan, " that however you may have wronged me, your 
wife and aunt have been as tender to me as if I were 
their daughter." 

He turned on his heel without answering, and signed 
to his aunt to precede him. 

" I wish to remain to pray with her," said she. 

" Then bring me the keys when you leave her.'' 

Next morning, the old Countess was awakened from 
troubled sleep by the clatter of horses' feet. Her 
nephew ^^ had wished to spare the ladies the pain of 
leave-taking." Joan was gone. 

She was taken to Arras, and thence to Crotoy ; where 
she was confined* in the castle-keep, which overlooked 
the sea. There, she could see the distant downs of 
England— that England which had been more than 
twenty years the prison of the Duke of Orleans, whom 
she had hoped to liberate. Many strange sad thoughts 
succeeded one another as she gazed wistfully towards 
those shores ; but her journey and the sea-breezes had 
freshened and invigorated her : she did not chafe under 
captivity now as at first. She had a fellow-prisoner, a 
good old priest, who daily performed mass; and she 
was greatly consoled by his ministrations. 

The story goes, that on the very day she had foretold, 
the first of November, Compiegne was delivered. The 
Duke of Burgundy had advanced as far as Noyon, as 
if for the blow to fall more immediately and heavily 
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on him. He also sustained another defeat on the 20th 
of November, at Germigny. At Peronne, Santrailles 
oflFered him battle, but he dared not accept it. 

The English also had their reverses. To compensate 
for them, they resolved to hasten the coronation of 
their young king at Paris, and to expedite Joan^s trial. 
If they could prove that Charles the Seventh had been 
anointed at the instance of a sorceress, he would lose 
iialf his prestige. 

Henrv the Sixth was now at Rouen, under the 
conduct of his governor the Earl of Warwick (who 
had refused the charge unless he had liberty to inflict 
personal chastisement when expedient), and all the 
great English chiefs were there too. Here they sent 
for Joan; and they prepared for her fetters and an 
iron cage,* 

For the last time, she performed a journey on horse- 
back, and it was not made too pleasant to her : never- 
theless, to one, nearly the whole of whose short life had 
been spent in the open air and in active pursuits, to be 

* Sceptics may refer to the evidence of CastiUon, the locksmith^ 
who said he took the order to make the iron cage for her, and that 
she was " tightly confined within it, by the neck, hands, and feet, 
till her trial began." Cusquel, a citizen of Rouen, also deposed 
that the cage was weighed in his house, and imder his eyes; 
apparently to determine the price. " Chose incroyable !" exclaims 
De Charmettes, " d^sarm^e et dans les fers, Jeanne d'Arc inspirait 
encore a la nation Britannique une terreuf profonde. Le Due de 
Glocester adressa des lettres royales, dat^e de Wye, le 12 D^cembre, 
1430, aux Vicomtes de Kent, de Norfolk et Suffolk, d'Essex, de 
Londres, de Surrey, de Sussex, et de Sutht(!) et au Constable du 
chateau royal de Douvres, gouverneur des cinq ports, pour leur 
enjoindre de faire arreter et traduire devant le conseil d'Angleterre 
les guerriers a qui la peur de la Pucelle ferait abandonner leurs 
drapeaux j quos terrictdamenta Fuellce animaverantJ'^ (iii. 173.) — 
Rymer, x. 472. 
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once more in rapid motion fanned by the fresh winds 
of heaven was restorative, and strengthened her for the 
long, cramping confinement that was to follow. 

None of the looks and sounds of welcome she had 
been used to on entering fine old cities greeted her as she 
rode through the narrow streets of Kouen. " Witch ! 
sorceress ! ^^ in tones of abhorrence, were heard in 
place of the joyous cries of " La Pucelle ! ^^ Missiles 
flew at her through the air, and from the casements of 
the old gable-faced, timber-fronted houses; and her 
guard had some difficulty in bringing her to her 
destination. 

The traveller now seeks in vain the tower of the old 
castle in which she was confined — it was demolished 
in 1780. 

The tinge of colour which air and exercise had 
brought back into her once ruddy cheeks, gave place 
to an ashy paleness, when she saw the cage ; but the 
brutal comments on her pallor roused her spirit, and 
prevented her from fainting. When the fetters were 
fixed and she was shut and locked within the bars, 
they stared at her as if she were some wild animal, and 
when she turned away her face, were ready to stir her 
up, like a beast at a fair. 

After she had prayed a good while, in broken ejacu- 
lations, she found it the best way to look steadily and 
sorrowfully at her tormentors. After a time, some of 
them walked away, others continued twitting her, and 
saying things very hard to bear. At length somebody 
remarked, ^^ She is a good one at staring ; what if she 
should have an evil eye?/^ which sent ofi" the whole 
troop so fast that she could have laughed had not her 
case been so utterly wretched. 

And then she heard the bells ring for vespers, and 
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in a weak, unsteady voice began to recite the Angelus, 
till a brutal guard bawled out, ^^ Hold your peace ! ^' 

Then she prayed inwardly; and as the darkness 
increased, crept into the remotest corner of her cage, 
and rested her head against the wall. 

And in a minute or two she slept, and thought she 
was under the Fairies^ Tree, twining flowers for a votive 
wreath, with sheep-bells tinkling close at hand, and 
Pierre lying on the grass blowing an untunable little 
flute, which he said he had bought long ago, in the old 
days when they all went a fighting, and yet he looked 
just as boylike as ever ; and he said, " Only think of 
Jacquemin marrying Queen Yolante ! ^' — and then her 
mother called from afar " Jeannette 1 Jeannetf e ! ^' and 
she started up and said, ^^ Oh ! perhaps Dunois is 
coming to dine with us ! '^ — and she began running, 
but somehow seemed to be treading on air, and to be 
going up an inclined plane, and the sheep-bells became 
more and more distant — so far, so far below ; and all 
at once the inclined plane ended : and there was she, 
hanging over infinity ; and 

And a hand from above, stretched out and took 
her up. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

'^ O TONE walls do not a prison make, 
O Nor iron bars a cage," 

wrote Lovelace : but, had he tried the iron cage ? The 
testimony of Barbazau would be more reliable. 

Joan was shut up in the donjon keep of the Castle of 
Rouen — a great, massive round tower, looking towards 
the country, with little cottages at its base and on its 
roof. In the engraving of it before me, I see a good 
many trees scattered among the quaint old houses of 
post-and-pillar work. And parasitical shrubs clothe 
the top of the tower. 

Her prison was eight stairs above the court-yard. 
Her fetters were attached to a chain, which was pad- 
locked to a heavy beam. And at night, another chain 
was secured across her, so that she could not rise. 
Three English guards were in her cell all night, and 
two outside the door. They were low and brutal men, 
who delighted to rouse her from sleep by telling her 
the hour of her death had arrived. 

She was the object of intense curiosity ; and several 
p^sons had interest enough to obtain a sight of her. 
One of these was unfeeling enough to ask her since she 
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knew she should be taken^ why she had not kept out of 
harm^s way. 

" I knew," said she, " neither the time nor place of 
its occurrence." 

She was sustained at first, by the hope that her party 
would at any price ransom her ; but, as time went on, 
that hope faded away. She saw that her captors would 
not give her up at any price. 

One day, De Luxembourg came to see her, accom- 
panied by the Earls of Warwick and Stafford. 

" Joan," said he, lightly, " I am come to put you to 
ransom; but you must promise never again to bear 
arms against us." 

" Ah ! " said she, ^^ you are but laughing at me ; for 
you have neither the will nor the power to ransom me. 
I know the English will put me to death, hoping that 
they shall then gain possession of France; but, even 
were there a hundred thousand more of them, they will 
never have this kingdom." 

Enraged at these words, the Earl of Stafford drew 
his dagger, and would have stabbed her on the spot; 
but he was withheld by the Earl of Warwick. 

De Luxembourg may really have come to Rouen, at 
the intercession of the aunt to whom he owed title and 
fortune, to offer a ransom, though he might be pretty 
sure it would not be accepted. He might thus not only 
quiet his aunt but his own conscience. 

Preparations were already being made for her trial, 
with a pre-determination that it should end in her con- 
demnation. On the 3rd of January, Cardinal Beaufort, 
iu the name of the boy King Henry, authorised Pierre 
Cauchon, the Bishop of Beauvais, to commence pro- 
ceedings. This Cauchon was the complete satellite* of 
the English, and was gaping, open-mouthed, says 
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Michelet^ for the archbishopric of Rouen, as his reward 
for bringing Joan to the stake. 

On January the 9th, then, he began operations. 
Making the Vicar-general of the Inquisition sit beside 
him, he eagerly ran through with him and with eight 
learned doctors of Rouen, the articles and informations 
prepared against Joan. To his chagrin, they said the 
accusations were insufficient : they must not charge her 
with sorcery ; heresy would be the better word. 

Cauchon was thrown out : however, he doubted not 
to compass his end. He named Jean Lafontaine ex- 
amining commissioner, believing he would play into his 
hands, in which he was mistaken, for Lafontaine pos- 
sessed probity and humanity. 

But the Bishop, with reason, depended much more 
on the assistance he should get from Joseph d^Estivet, 
a canon of his diocese, whom he had completely at his 
beck, and who was known by the ironical sobriquet of 
*^ Benedicite -,'' just as we might call him "that blessed 
man,^^ meaning quite the reverse. "He was a vile 
fellow,^' said one of his coadjutors, afterwards. Nothing 
could equal the baseness of his soul, but the grossness of 
his language. 

Manchon and Bois-Guillaume, two apostolic notaries, 
were to act as clerks, and take down the trial ; and they 
were charged by the Bishop, in the king^s name, to 
make out a good case against the prisoner. 

Jean Massieu, Dean of Rouen, was charged with the 
arrangement of formalities. He wa» a man of integrity 
and good feeling. 

Cardinal Beaufort now came to expedite matters, and 
carry them through with a high hand. Shakspeare 
and Sir Joshua Reynolds have painted his death for us ; 
we now have a glimpse of his life. 
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One Nicholas Bailly^ and Guyot, his servant, had been 
sent to Domreray and Vaucouleurs to rake up any 
scandal about Joan that might be afloat. At Domremy 
they heard nothing but what was good and touching ; 
at Vaucouleurs, the people, finding what they were 
about, fell upon them in a rage, so that they were 
obliged precipitately to retreat. The depositions they 
made, on their retu^^l to Rouen, were found quite of 
the wrong sort. They were suppressed. 

Again the Bishop was at fault. And now he took 
into his counsels a base-spirited priest, named Nicholas 
POiseleur. A suggestive name ! Surely a snare is 
vainly laid in the sight of any bird. But the poor bird 
now caged was out of sight and hearing, without 
counsel or priest; no wonder she fell into the snare, 
when this cunning fowler came to her, feigning to be 
a royalist countryman of hers, but secretly, for fear of 
the English. His " limed twigs, spread to catch her 
winged soul,^^ were affected expressions of sympathy, 
pleasant news of places and people familiar to her in 
the happy old times, and false offers of counsel. And, 
oh, shame ! the Bishop and the Earl of Warwick, with 
Manchon, were in an adjoining room, observing her, and 
listening through a chink, all the while, to her artless 
confessions. 

^' And, by my faith, she spoke well,'^ said Warwick, 
afterwards, '^ and told prettily of her voices and appari- 
tions, in which she undoubtedly believes.'^ 

" Write, write what she says," whispered the Bishop, 
energetically, to the secretary Manchon, who shook his 
head, in refusal. " You ought not to do it," said he, 
" evidence should not be obtained in a way like this." 

Fancy the Bishop's look ! 

The poor girl was completely deceived by L'Oiseleur, 
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who shamelessly boasted of it to others. He became 
her confessor, but he could not obtain from her any- 
thing relating to King Charles. Estivet assisted in the 
fraud. 

At eight o^clock on the morning of February the 21st, 
the Bishop of Beauvais, accompanied by forty coun« 
sellers or assessors, abbes, doctors of divinity, licen- 
tiates, bachelors, canons, &c., proceeded in state to 
the chapel royal of the castle, where the trial was to 
open. 

After many preambles had been read, the prisoner 
was sent for, and the Bishop meanwhile observed that 
she had repeatedly asked to hear mass, and that he had 
taken the advice of several eminent dignitaries on this 
point, who were all of opinion, that under present 
circumstances it should not be permitted. 

While he yet spoke, Joan was brought in, and he 
lapsed into a sea of words, which fell on idle ears, while 
the eyes of those who had not yet seen her were riveted 
with awful interest on the girl whose terrible prowess 
had caused such dismay and hatred. She herself, after 
a piteous look around, in vain search for some friendly 
face, endeavoured to learn what was going on, but 
without success. The tumult during this first ex- 
amination was excessive, and led to its curtailment — 
people were pushing one another about, speaking all at 
once, asking irrelevant questions, and behaving in a 
very unseemly manner. 

The first thing was to administer the oath to her. 

^^ I do not know the questions you are going to put 
to me,'' said she. "You may ask me something I 
shall not choose to answer .'' 

\U'pToar. 

'^You must swear,'* said the Bishop, "to answer 



366 A Noble Purpose 

truly concerning all matters touching the faith, as far 
as you know/^ 

" Of my birth, parentage, and manner of life, I wiU 
speak freely, and I shall say truly what I say at all. 
But with regard to the revelations I have received from 
on high, I vrill speak of them to none, unless to my 
king/' 

\UpToar. 

As this qualified oath was all she would take, it was 
administered to her on a missal, she kneeling down and 
putting both hands on it. 

The oath taken, the Bishop of Beauvais began the 
interrogations. 

" What is your name ? '* 

^^ They call me Jeannette at home ; in France I am 
called Joan.'' 

^^ What other name have you ? " 

'' None." 

'^ Where were you born ? 
At Domremy, near Greux.^ 
Who are your parents ? 



^^ At Domremy, near Greux " 

'^ Who are your parents ? " 

'^ Jacques Dare, and Isabelle his wife." 

'^ Where were you baptized ? " 



^^ In the church of Domremy." 

^^ Who were your godfathers and godmothers ? " 

'^ One of my godmothers was called Agnes, another 
Sybil, another Joan ;* one of my godfathers was named 
Jean Linguet, another Jean Barrey. I have heard my 
mother say I had other sponsors besides." 

^^ Who baptized you ? " 

'^ Maitre Jean Minet, I believe." 

^ashestiUalive?" 

* Elsewhere they are all called Joan. 
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^' I believe so/^ 

'^ How old are you ? ^' 

^^ About nineteen, I believe/' 

" Have you been taught the Lord's Prayer, Creed, 
and Ave Maria ? '' 

" Yes, by my mother. I have had no teaching but 
from my mother/' 

^^ Repeat them/' 

" If vou will confess me/' 

" Repeat them, I say/' 

" If you will not do the one, I will not do the 
other/' 

This seems to have ended the day's proceedings. 
The Bishop had no mind to let hei: confess to him, 
because he was sworn not to reveal what was told him 
under the seal of confession. In remanding her, he 
charged her to make no attempt to escape, under pain 
of being convicted of heresy. She replied — 

^^I shall make no such promise. If opportunity 
were to offer, nobody could accuse me of breaking my 
word, for I have never pledged it. You have painfully 
fettered my feet/' 

^^ Because you have made previous efforts to escape." 

Her English guards were sworn to let no one com- 
municate with her, and she was removed. 

The next examination was held in the great hall of 
the castle. The examiner was Beaupere. (" Pulchri- 
patris ! ") 

" Now, prisoner, tell us nothing but the truth " 

^^ I shall either tell you the truth or tell nothing. If 
I were what you would make me out, I should not now 
be in your hands. I have done nothing of myself." 

" What was the manner of your life ? What were 
you brought up to do ? " 
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''I used to sew and spin: there is no woman in 
Rouen that can beat me in either/' 

"To whom, and how often, did you use to confess?'' 

"To my curate, or to his supply. I received the 
Eucharist at Easter." 

" Did you receive it at any other times ? " 

" Pray go on ! " * 

" Tell us about the voices." 

" At the age of thirteen, I heard a voice from heaven, 
giving me counsel and direction. I was sore afraid. It 
was at noon, in my father's garden. It came from the 
right hand side next the church : and afterwards when 
I came into France, I continued often to hear this 
voice. I felt sure, after a while, that it must be that of 
an angel." 

" What did it say ? " 

" It bade me be a good girl, and go often to church." 

" Under what form did it appear ? " 

'^ You will have no more from me this time." 

" Well, but what else did it say to you ? " (Beaupere's 
questions are not always given, but we may tell what 
they must have been from the answers. He probably 
drew her on by his calm, gentle manner.) 

" It told me I should raise the siege of Orleans." 

"Ay? — ^that was a great undertaking. How were 
you to set about it, for example ? " 

" I was to go to Robert De Baudricourt, the governor 
of Vaucouleurs, and ask him to send me forward." 

" Ah ! — and what did he say ? " 

" He said I was a poor girl, who did not know how 
to ride or fight." 

" Hum ! Are you sure it was De Baudricourt you 
saw?" 

♦ ''Paasez outre, je vous prie I " 
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Oh, yes ! I am sure it was De Baudricourt. I: 
knew him directly. He refused me twice : the thirdi 
time he consented/' 

^* How did you come to go to the Duke of Lorraine ?'' 

^^ He sent for me, to know if he should recover of 
his sickness/' 

'' What did you say ? '' 

^^ I told him I knew nothing about it/' 

" What did you do then ? '' 

^' I returned to Vaucouleurs : and then, with the gover- 
nor's consent, I started for Chinon, with a safe escort." 

''What sort of an escort?" 

'' Two noble gentlemen and four attendants." 

" Where did you sleep ? " 

'' The first night at the abbey of St. Urbain. I can- 
not tell you all the places. One night we spent at 
Auxerre. We heard mass there, in a fine church ; and 
there I again heard the voices." 

'' You travelled in man's clothes ?" 

" I did." 

'' Well ?— and so " 

" And so we went on to St. Catherine de FierboiS) 
and I sent word of my coming to the king. I then 
went on to Chinon, and arrived there in the middle of 
the day. I did not immediately see the king : when I 
went, it was in the evening." 

" How did you know him ? " 

'' By my voices." 

'' Did they manifest themselves by a bright light ? " 

'' You had better pass on." 

'' Did an angel hover over the king ?" 

" Oblige me by passing on. The king, and several 
who were with him, knew that I was led to him by my 
council." 

B B 
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" What was to be your reward ? 
^^ I looked for no reward but my salvation.^ 
After some more desultory questioning, the Bishop 
remanded her till the day but one afterwards at eight 
in the morning. Two men, one of whom was L'Oiseleur, 
were taking notes, concealed by a curtain, and the notes 
were afterwards looked over, and,Manchon says, garbled. 
He himself took down the answers openly and faithfully. 
Sixty assessors were present at the third interrogation. 
The Bishop again endeavoured to impose the simple, 
absolute oath, and again she baffled him. 
Beaupere resumed the examination. 
'^ How long have you been fasting V 
" I have eaten nothing since yesterday at noon.^' 
^^ When did you hear the voices last ?'' 
" Yesterday and to-day.'^ 

Then followed many questionings that led to nothing. 
Beaupere at last said ^^ Do you believe yourself to be 
in the grace of God ? '^ 

^' Not fair ! ^' said Fabry, an assessor. 
^^ Taisez vous I^' said the Bishop, frowning at him. 
'^It is a great question to put to her,^^ rejoined 
Fabry, boldly ; ^' she is not bound to answer it.^' 

^^ Vous auriez mieux fait de vous taire ! ^^ said the 
Bishop, fiercely. 

^^ If I have it not,^^ said Joan, ^^ may God give it me : 
and if I have it, may He preserve it in me ; for I should 
deem myself the unhappiest in the world to be des- 
titute of the love and grace of God.^' * 

"De quelle reponse,^' says the notary Bois Guil- 
laume, who was at work behind the curtain, '^ les in- 
terrogateurs furent moult stupefaits : et pour cette 

* " On serait tent^ de croire," says Le Brun de Charmettes, 
'^que le c^^bre Pope avait sous les yeuz cette r^ponse de la 
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heure se separerent, et ne lui firent auoune question de 
plus pour cette fois/' 

However, after a time, Beaupere resumed with — 
^' When you were a child, did you play about the fields 
with other girls ?'^ 

'^ Sometime%^' 

'^ Were the villagers of Domremy of the Burgundian 
party or the other ? ^' 

^^ I only know of one Burgundian in Domremy/' 

'^ Did not you join other children in fighting those 
who represented the Burgundians ? " 

^^No. I have known the boys do so, and return 
covered with blood/' 

^^Is there not a certain wonderful tree near your 
village ? '' 

^^ There is a tree called the Ladies' Tree ; some call 
it the Tree of the Fairies. It is a beech. There is a 
fountain said to cure fever; 1 have known persons 
driuk of it, and seen them walk round the tree. Some- 
times it is called he Beau Mai, It belongs to Messire 
Pierre de Bourlemont. 

" Sometimes I went there with other young girls, 
and we made under it bouquets and garlands for our 
Blessed Lady. I have often heard old people say that 
fairies haunted the spot ; I have even heard one woman 
say she had seen them. It was my godmother, Joan 
Aubery, but I know not whether she spoke truth or no. 
I have not, that I know of, ever seen any fairies. 

Pucelle, lorsqu'il ^crivit la strophe suivante de sa Priere Univer- 
selle; — 

* If I am right, Thy grace impart 

Still in the right to stay j 
If I am wrong, oh, teach my heart 
To find that better way I * " 
B B 2 
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'^ I have seen young girls hang garlands on tliis tree ; 
I have done so myself. Sometimes we carried ^them 
away^ sometimes not. 

" When I knew I was destined to come to France, I 
ceased to take part in such things. I don^t think I 
ever danced under it after 1 was groi/m up. 1 have 
danced under it with other young girls; but I was 
fonder of singing than dancing.^' 

They evidently wanted some admission that her 
voices were those of evil spirits who haunted the tree 
and fountain. She said — 

"My brother told me it was currently reported 
that I received my call beneath that tree ; but I did 
not." 



On their tendering the oath to her the fourth day, 
she said briskly — 

"You ought to be content; I have sworn enough 
already." * 

" How have you felt yourself," said Beaupere, "since 
Sunday ? " 

" You see how I am — I am as well as I can be ex- 
pected to be." 

" Did you keep the fast day ? " 

" Is that in your brief ? " 

"Yes." 

" Well then, I did. I always do." 

An eminent lawyer, named Lohier, had arrived from 
Normandy, to watch the trial; and on the previous 
Sunday, Manchon had asked him, after church, what 
he thought of it. He replied, "They are doing all 
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Vos debetis esse contenti; ego satis juravi." — Proch, i. 70. 
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they can to entangle her, but even yet she might 
escape, if, instead of sajdng, 'I heard the voices,' &c., 
she contented herself with saying, ' It seemed to me 
that I heard, &c/ But the trial, in fact, is illegal : 
it is contrary to the usual forms, is within closed 
doors; and the prisoner, who is under age, has no 
counsel/' 

This coming to the Bishop's ears, he was in a fine 
rage, and exclaimed to his coadjutors, ^^ This Lohier 
is come to spoil our work. It is easy to see on which 
foot he halts ! * By St. John ! we shall do nothing 
with him. Let us go on as we have begun." 

Beaupere continued — 

^^ Did you hear your voices on Sunday ? " 

" I did." 

*' In this hall ? " 

" That is not in your brief. Yes, I did." 

'' What did they tell you ? " 

^^ They told me to answer you fearlessly." 

^^ Were they angels or saints ? " 

'^ They were St. Margaret and St. Catherine. They 
wore beautiful crowns." 
, After hammering on this theme for some time — 

^^ Did an angel hover over the king when you first 
saw him ? " 

'^ Blessed Mary ! if there were one, I don't know. I 
saw none." 

^^ Was it in a strong light ? " 

^^ Why, there were more than fifty torches burning ! 
Three hundred knights were present." 

^^ Did the king believe in you ? " 

^^ He knew me by a sign which did not permit him 
to doubt." 

* "On voit bien de quel pied il cloche." 
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'' What was it ? '' 

" You will have no more from me/^ 

"What did you do at St. Catherine de Fierbois? ^^ 

" I heard three masses in one day, and sent a letter 
to the king. There 1 saw a rusty old sword, marked 
with five crosses, lying on the ground. I knew, by the 
voices, this was the sword I was to use.'' 

^' Why should you have a lucky sword ? '' 

'' You may well suppose I wished all my arms to be 
lucky." 

" Were you using that sword when you were taken 
prisoner ? '^ 

"No; I was using one I had taken from a Bur- 
gundian. It did well enough to give hits and 
thumps.^'* 

Being questioned about her banner, she described it 
minutely. She said it was made of " boucassin,'' which 
I think must be bunting, rather than silk. 

" What was the king's force when you first took the 
field ? " 

" From ten to twelve thousand men.'' 

Many questions followed concerning the siege; a 
subject on which it was natural for her examiners to 
feel curiosity and interest. 

Massieu, the apparitor, who had charge of her to and 
from the judgment-hall, yielding to her earnest i equest, 
had permitted her, as they passed the chapel-royal, to go 
in and make a short prayer; which she did, kneeling, with 
clasped hands and tearful eyes, before the altar. Some 
one must needs tell this to the Bishop's tool, D'Estivet, 
who accosted Massieu with " Villain, bow dared you to 
let that scandalous wretch pollute the holy precincts ? 
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If you do it again you shall be put in a place where you 
won't know night from day/' Poor Massieu was eon- 
strained to succumb. As for Lohier, — receiving a hint 
that the Seine was his destination, he betook himself to 
Rome. 

On the fifth day, she was questioned about Count 
d'Armagnac's letter to her,* as to who was the right 
Pope. 

On the sixth, the interrogations respecting the voices 
were resumed. 

^^ Did they tell you you should be freed ? " 

^^ That is not in your brief. Would you have me 
speak against myself ? '^ 

" Did the queen approve of your dress ? " 

^^ I do not remember.'^ 

" Did the king ? '' 

^^ I do not know.'^ 

'^ Did not the ladies at Beaurevoir wish you to change 
it?'^ 

^' Yes ; and I told them I dared not.'' 

^^ Did you think you should commit mortal sin in so 
doing ? " 

" I thought it was best to obey the will of God. If 
I had had to do so, I would rather have done it to 
please those two ladies than to please any one in the 
kingdom except the king." 

'' Did any of your companions-in-arms make banners 
like yours ? " 

" Some did, of their own accord." 

" What were they made of ? " 
White satin ;t and some had fleurs-de-lis. But 

* See Prochs, It begins " Ma chere Madame. '^ 
t " Respond : ' C'estoit de blans satins/ " &c. 
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they did not imitate mine any closer^ lest they should 
not be known apart/^ 

'' Were they ever renewed ?'' 

^^I know not. When the staves were broken, of 
course they would be renewed ? " 

" What did you use to say when banners were ad- 
vanced ? ^^ 

^' ' In anumg the English ! ' And I went too/' 

" Did not you tell them to fight without fear ? '' 

" If 1 did, it came true/^ 

''Were not the pennoncelles sprinkled with holy 
water ? '' 

" Not by me/' 

''Were the other pennoncelles inscribed 'Jhesus 
Maria ? ' " 

" Upon my faith, I don't know/' 

" What did you wear on your helmet at Jai^au ? 
something round ? " 

" Ma foi I I had nothing/' 

" Did you know Brother Richard ? " 

" I never saw him till we went to Troyes/' 

" What did you say to one another then ? " 

" The good man came towards me crossing himself 
and sprinkling holy water, and I said, ' Come along, 
don't be afraid ! I shall not fly away/ " 

" Did you ever see any pictures or images made to 
represent you ? " 

" Yes ; at Arras a Scotchman had a picture of me, 
in armour, kneeling on one knee to the king, and pre- 
senting him with a letter. I never saw or heard of any 
other likeness of me." 

"Had not your host a picture, representing three 
women, as justice, peace, and union ? " 

" Not that 1 know of." 
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'^ Are you not aware that your own party constantly 
offered prayers and said masses for you ? ^' 

" No ; but if they did, there was no harm in it/' 

'^ Did they not firmly believe you were sent by God ? *' 

" I don't know whether they believed it, but so it 
was/' 

" Did not people come to kiss your hands, feet, and 
clothes ? " 

" Many ; and I could not rudely drive away the poor 
people, to whom 1 would rather have done all the good 
I could." 

*^ What honours did they pay you when you entered 
Troyes ? " 

"None." 

" Did not they preach a sermon about you ? " 

" Not that I know of." 

" How long were you at Rheims ? " 

" Four or five days." 

" Did you not hold a child at the font there ? " 

" No, but I did at Troyes, and two at St. Denis. I 
gave the boy the name of Charles, after the king, and 
the girls were called Joan. I did it some other times, 
whenever mothers wished it." 

Many other questions were asked — ^whether butter- 
flies had played round her head at Jargeau, whether 
women l^ad touched her ring, how old the child was 
at Lagny, for whom she prayed, &c., and about the 
pseudo-prophetess Catherine. 

How long was she at Beaurevoir? 

About four months, she thought; and when she 
heard the English were coming for her, she was much 
troubled. 

" Did not you swear roundly, when you fell into the 
hands of the English T 
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" No, I did not : I am not in the habit of swearing/' 

The next week was spent in reading over and con- 
sidering the previous examinations ; and, on the 10th of 
March, she was examined, for the first time in her 
prison, by the Bishop of Beauvais, assisted by his tool 
La Fontaine, Nicholas Midi, Gerard Fueillet, Jean 
Fecard, and Jean Massieu. They began by tendering 
her the oath. 

She replied, " I promise you to speak the tmth in 
what concerns your process, and the more you urge me 
to swear, the slower I shall answer you/' * 

La Fontaine began the interrogation. 

" On your oath. When you came last to Compiegne, 
from whence came you ? '' 

'^ From Crespy en Valois.'' 

''Were you many days there before you made the 
sally ? '' 

" 1 came there very early in the morning, and entered 
the town, as I think, unseen by the enemy. On the 
evening of that very day, 1 sallied out and was taken.'' 

And she related all the circumstances of the sally. 
There was no sense of proportion in the minds of her 
examiners, who would go abruptly from an important 
chain of facts to something quite irrelevant ; and La 
Fontaine now went off to the banner and what was 
painted on it, which seemed to haunt them all with 
vague dread. They were also very anxious to know 
whether mandragora grew under the Fairies' Tree. I 
believe it is a fungus, supposed to occasion a wasting 
death. They might fear her employing it against them. 

" Have you a coat-of-arms ? " 

*' I have not, but my brothers have, from the king. 

* '' £t plus me contraindr^ jarer, et plus tart vous le diray." 



Nobly Won. 379 

An azure shield, and a sword between two golden 
fleurs-de-lis, A painter in this town devised them. 
The king did it of his own will, I never asked him/' 

" Did you receive any pay ? '^ 

"I had and asked nothing but good horses, good 
arms, and money to pay my necessary expenses at inns/' 

They had hunted up the story of her being cited to 
appear at Toul, and they asked her various trifling 
questions about it, chiefly to satisfy their curiosity. 

Then they returned to her leaving her home, 

^^ Joan, the commandment bids us honour father and 
mother. Did you do so in this ? '' 

^' I never disobeyed them but in this instance. Had 
I had a hundred parents, and had I been a king's 
daughter, I must have obeyed my call." 

" Did not your father have some dream ? " 

'^ Yes : he dreamed he saw me going along with some 
soldiers ; and I have been told by my mother, that he 
said to my brothers, that sooner than that should come 
to pass, he would drown me with his own hands ; or, if 
he could not, that they should. And they were ready 
to go out of their minds when I came away." * 

On the 13th of March, the Vicar-general of the 
Inquisition joined the examiners. Then ensued a great 
deal of recapitulation and cross-examination; still in 
her prison. 

March 14. — '^ What was the reason of your jumping 
from the tower of Beaurevoir ? " 

" I heard people below saying that Compiegne was 
going to be given up to fire and slaughter, and that no 
child above seven years old would be spared. I thought 
it so shocking, that I preferred to die rather than to 
live." t 

* Proc^ i. 132. t Ibid., i. 150, 160. 
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'^ Was this at the suggestion of the voices ? ^^ 
^'No; regardless of them. But I recommended 
myself to God, before I threw myself from the tower, 
and what knew I but that He would bear me up, and 
cause me to live and be the deliverer of many people ? " 
'^ Did not you curse Him, when you found yourself 
on the ground ? " 

*^ No, I am sure I did not — I will not say I krww I 
did not, for at first I knew nothing. I have no remem- 
brance of what I first said. 1 was confessed ; and I 
asked the Lord to pardon me. I thought I was right 
at the time, but now I think it was wrong.'' 

^' Do you think you committed mortal sin in throwing 
yourself from the tower ? '' 

" I do not know. I trust in the mercy of God.'* 
After being admonished that if she had done any- 
thing contrary to the Christian faith, she ought now to 
confess it, she said their clerks had taken down all her 
answers, and they might look and see if they found 
anything contrary to the Christian faith in them. She 
did not think it could be contrary to the Christian faith 
to refuse to disobey the will of God. 

'^Why did you try to escape when you were at 
Beaulieu ? " * 

" I would never remain in any prison willingly/' 
^^ Would you escape from this, if you could V^ 
'^ Certainly I should. If I saw the door stand open, 
I should think it God's will that I should walk out of 
it. He helps those who help themselves.'' f - 

^' If we gave you leave to attend mass, would it not 
be more seemly to do so in the dress of a woman?" 



* Near Compi^gne, before she reached Beaurevoir. 
t "Aide toy, Dieu te aidera." — Ih^ocks, i. 164. 
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'^ Certify to me that I shall attend mass, and I will 
tell you." 

" Well then, I certify to you that you shall attend 
mass, but it must be in the dress of a woman/' 

" Let me have one, then, quite down to the ground, 
without a train, and I will take it off as soon as I 
return." 

" But you miist wear it for good and all." 

'^ Bring it to me, I say ; a long houppelande and 
hood, the dress of a bourgeoise, and I will go to mass. 
Let me have it soon.'^ 

"Will you submit yourself in all things to the 
Church ? " 

" All my actions have been in the sight of God, and 
I wait upon Him. I assure you that I would not wil- 
lingly say or do anything against the Christian faith; 
and if the clerks can lay anything to my charge which 
is contrary to it, I am ready to give it up, and cast it 
from me." 

What was there in all this, and such as this, to bum 
her ? But that was pre-determined. 

Those counsellors who ventured to express a favour- 
able leaning towards her were threatened with being 
thrown into the river. The notaries were constrained 
to omit her favourable answers, and to publish only 
garbled accounts. 

After the first examinations, the Bishop, as we have 
seen, thought fit to conduct them in the presence of a 
very few persons : he told the other assessors they 
should hear the substance of the proceedings, which 
would enable them to form an opinion. 

All hope of proving her a sorceress had fallen to the 
ground. It was needful, therefore, to found her accu- 
sation on two points — wearing male attire, and refusing 
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to submit herself to the Church. With regard to the 
first, nothing could shake her; with respect to the 
second, they split a subtle difference between the 
Church triumphant and the Church militant.* 

La Fontaine, however, sought to explain to her that 
the Church militant, in their sense, meant the Pope, 
and general councils. 

^^ What are general councils ? '^ said she. 

'^ A congregation of the universal Church, '^ he 
replied, ^^ containing as many on your side as on ours.'' 

^^ Oh ! 1 would submit to that directly ! '' exclaimed 
she. 

*^ Hold your tongue, in the devil's name ! " said the 
Christian Bishop to his subordinate. And he forbade 
the notary to record her answer. 

'^Ah! you set down all that is against me, but 
nothing for me," said the poor girl. 

Father Isambard, who was present, came in for his 
share of blame. 

" Why did you prompt her this morning? " said the 
Earl of Warwick to him. " If 1 see you try to help 
her again, you rascal, I will have you thrown into the 
Seine ! " 

* " Dispose (Father Isambard) que Ton demandoit et proposoit i 
la povre Jehanne interrogatoires trop difficiles, subtilz| et can- 
teleux." 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THE interrogations being ended, they were reduced 
into twelve Latin articles ; and idthough one of 
the assessors remarked on their incorrectness, the 
Bishop, without consulting any one, sent copies of them, 
omitting the name of the accused, to the University of 
Paris, the Chapter of Rouen, the Bishops of Lisieux, 
Avranches, and Coutances, and fifty or more doctors 
who had been present at the opening of the trial* 

Their voices wiere unanimously against the accused. 
They decided that she had blasphemed God, that her 
revelations were from the devil, that she outraged 
decency in wearing the habit of a man, and that she 
was heretical in refusing to submit to the Church. 

" Here is a pretty affair ! '' said one of the busiest 
prosecutors to the Earl of Warwick. " Joan is seriously 
ill ; shall we let her die ? " 

^' By no means,^^ replied he. '' The king has paid 
too dearly for her to let her die a natural death. She 
must be cured as soon as possible.^^ 

So a little quiet, and a little care and nursing, were 
vouchsafed her, but the Earl of Warwick would not 
allow the doctor to bleed her — " for,^' said he, " she is 
so artful that she will very likely remove the bandages, 
and escape us after all/^. She herself attributed her 
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illness to a carp the Bishop had sent her. And as she was 
naturally robust and healthy, and as she did not mean 
to attempt self-destruction a second time, she got well. 

Most happily for her, her faith never swerved from 
her old friends — she still believe^ King Charles to be a 
good young man, in an unfortunate situation ; she was 
sure that Dunois, La Hire, De Metz, De Poulengey, 
D'Aulon, were doing their duty somewhere and some- 
how; she fell asleep, certain that prayers were being 
made for her by her dear family, by Father Pasquerel, 
and by many poor women and children. They could 
not take these comforts from her: and she did not know 
Pierre was a prisoner. 

And then, St. Margaret, St. Catherine ! — those 
blessed ladies had had tlieir troubles in their time, with- 
out any one to pity them ; they had undergone doleful 
martyrdoms, yet now they wore their golden crowns, 
and were so happy ! And the Blessed Virgin herself, 
was not she pierced with many sorrows, as with a 
sword through her bosom ? and yet she was now the 
most blessed among women I The Lord was with her ! 
And was not He also with many poor, wretched women, 
who went and confessed their sins to Him, and followed 
Him about wherever He went, and now were glorious 
saints in heaven? "When thou passest through the 
waters, I will be with thee; and when thou walkest 
through the fire, thou shalt not be burned.*' ♦ 

As soon as she was well enough, they resumed read- 
ing the monitions to her, which she might be pardoned 
for not understanding. Meanwhile the sentence was 
passed, that for such and such motives, she was cast 
out of the Church as a corrupt member^ and delivered 

* Isa. xliii. 2. 
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over to the secular arm. But as they desired to have 
from her a public acknowledgment of the justice of her 
condemnation before she was executed, they began to 
tamper with her through her perfidious confessor 
L^Oiseleur, who led her to hope that if she made 
certain immaterial admissions, she would be dealt with 
more leniently : and transferred from the English into 
the hands of the Church. Her mind was very much 
troubled j she would fain do no wrong, yet she would 
yield all she could, for a cruel death seemed a piteous 
thing. 

On the 24th of May, 1431, she was brought to the 
cemetery of St. Ouen, where two great platforms were 
raised ; on one of which sat Cardinal Beaufort, the 
Bishops of Beauvais, Noyon, and Boulogne, and a 
number of the assessors. 

Joan was conducted to the other, where, in for- 
midable array, were the notaries and apparitors, the 
doctor who was to preach to her, and the executioner 
with his charrettey on which to drag her to the stake. 
An immense crowd of French and English riveted their 
eyes on her pale face. The preacher^s sermon was 
declamatory. 

" Oh, noble house of France ! ^' cried he, in a fine 
attempt at apostrophe, ^^ you who have always hitherto 
kept free from monstrous things, and have protected 
the faith, — that you, you ! should entertain a heretic 
and schismatic ! ^Tis pity, on^ my life ! Ah, France ! 
you have been sadly misled ! You, who used to have 
such a Christian chamber ; and you, Charles, who call 
yourself king, have adhered, heretic as you are, to the 
words and deeds of an infamous, dishonourable woman. ^^ 

" By my faith, sir, reverence apart,'^ interrupted 
Joan, undauntedly, " 1 can tell and swear to you that 

c c 
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he is the best Christian I know, a respecter of the laws 
and of the Church, and not what you say/' * 

'' Make her hold her tongue/^ cried the preacher to 
Massieu, who stood by her. 

The sermon being ended, she was tendered the form 
of abjuration. 

" What is an abjuration ? '' said she. 

^^ It is an act of submission to the Church, which you 
must sign, otherwise you must bum.^^ 

" Ah, well I it is better to sign than bum,'^ said the 
poor girl. "I have always been submissive to the 
Church." 

But this was not what they wanted, and an alterca- 
tion ensued. The English were afraid she was going to 
escape them. The Bishop of Beauvais tried to induce 
her to sign ; the Cardinal^s secretary and chaplain were 
incensed at him, and accused him of favouring Joan. 

" You say falsely," cried he. ^^ It is the office of a 
bishop to save the accused, soul and body, if he can." 
And they were ready to strike one another. 

'' Silence ! " cried the Cardinal, to his own country- 
men. 

" Well, well," said Joan, trembling, '^ if you say my 
visions M*e not to be believed, let it be so." 

" Sign, then," said the preacher. 

Meanwhile, a secretary had slipped forward and 
adroitly exchanged the form of abjuration for another^ 
which was full of self-accusations. How could a girl 
detect it, who could neither read nor write? They 
guided her hand while she made the sign of the cross. 
The crowd had lost their spectacle, and the English^ 
especially, were furious. 

• Proems, ii. 17. 
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^^ Joan/^ said the treacherous L^Oiseleur, "you have 
done a good day^s work/^* 

The Bishop of Beauvais and the Inquisitor then pro- 
ceeded to pronounce another sentence, which they had 
brought with them, to the effect that she should un- 
dergo, in consideration of her recantation, the mitigated 
penalty of perpetual imprisonment, fed on the bread 
and water of affliction. 

The Earl of Warwick, of whom Michelet says, mali- 
ciously, that he quite came up to the English idea of 
" un parfait gentleman,'' -^ was disturbed at this turn of 
affairs, and said to the Bishop of Beauvais — " The king 
will be ill pleased at her escaping us/' 

" Be in no fear,'' said one of the assessors, " she will 
soon be yours again." 

Meanwhile she was taken back to her former prison, 
without even the shadow of being under the protection 
of the Church. A man brought her woman's clothes 
from the Duchess of Bedford, and as he offered rudely 
to help her on with them, she gave him a buffet. 

Poor thing, there was to be no escape for her. She 
seems to have forgotten, that night, her prudent old 
precaution of sleeping in her clothes when in danger. 
Her guards seemed to have left her, but she was sur- 
rounded by spies. She laid aside her upper garments, 
went to bed, and was too tired to help sleeping. In 
the morning she found her doublet and hose left 
near her in a bag. J Her female dress was gone. Her 
guards looked in on her, and bade her get up. 

* Proces, ii. 14. 

t Note Michelet^s observation, that lie does not remember ever 
to have seen the name of God in Sbakspeare, and scarcely a reli- 
gious alliLsion ! 

X Proces, ii. 

cc 2 
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"\ cannot," she said, piteously, "you have taken 
away my clothes." 

In spite of her entreaties, they would not bring them 
back. She lay in bed till noon, and then, fearing some 
of her enemies would visit her before she was dressed, 
she reluctantly put on her old suit. , 

It was just what they wanted ! ^^ The Philistines are 
upon thee, Samson ! " She was scarcely dressed, when 
they burst in upon her, caught her in the fact, flew oflF 
with the news to Warwick and the Bishop, and, the 
assessors hastening to the spot, found the courtyard 
filled with more than a hundred English, who threat- 
ened them with their hatchets and swords, calling them 
traitors and Armagnacs. 

Without listei^ing to her excuses, without inserting 
in the prods-verbal the reason why she had been com- 
pelled to put on these clothes, the Bishop began with — 

^' Ah, ah ! here is the old story ; you have been again 
at your visions." 

"True!" said she, desperately, "I have heard the 
voices." 

" What have they said ? " 

" That I should not have signed the abjuration, even 
to save my life. It was wrong, it was weak ; I own it ! 
For the rest, give me but a quiet prison ; you will find 
me good and submissive." 

The Bishop and the Earl exchanged meaning looks. 

" Farewell," said the Bishop, expressively, as Warwick 
attended him to the door of the prison, as much as to 
say, "I have done with her now, you may have her."* 

It was immediately decided in council that she should 



* Ce jojreux adieu voulait dire a peu pr^s, "Bon soir, bon soir, 
tout est tini." 
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die. According to the rules of the Inquisition, it was 
not heresy in the first instance, but only a relapse into 
heresy that could be punished with death. Her open 
avowal that she had heard the voices again, was con- 
strued into a relapse. 

On the morning of May the 30th, the priest Martin 
PAdvenu came to confess her, and prepare her for her 
fate. She was to be burnt alive in the market-place, 
that very morning, at nine o^ clock. When she heard 
this, she burst into tears and tore her hair. 

" The pity of it ! ^^ cried she, in tears, ^^ to reduce 
this poor, harmless body to ashes ! I would sooner be 
seven times beheaded ! If the Church had taken care 
of me, as I was promised, this cruel fate would not have 
befallen me. Ah I I appeal to God, the great judge, 
against the cruelty and injustice that have been done 
me!'' 

The young priest, who was only twenty-seven years 
of age, simple and worthy,* was hardly equal, perhaps, 
to the occasion ; but when her burst of grief subsided, 
he ofifered her the consolations of religion, confessed 
her, and administered the sacrament. It was a singular 
inconsistency for a relapsed heretic to be allowed to 
partake of it. She grew calmer ; and having put on, as 
she was desired, the female dress once more supplied 
her, she was led, at nine o'clock in the morning, to the 
car provided for criminals, and accompanied to the 
place of execution by her confessor and Father Isambard, 
who had more than once raised his voice in her favour. 
They were surrounded by eight hundred English, armed 
with lances, swords, and battle-axes. The whole town 
was in an uproar. 

* " Religiosus et honestus vir." 
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On her way to the stake she prayed aload^ so fer- 
Tently and pathetically^ that those who heard her 
conld not help shedding unwilling tears. Some of the 
assessors turned back from following her to the 
scaffold. 

All at once, a priest burst through the crowd and 
seized hold of the car. He seemed beside himself. It 
was Nicholas I'Oiseleur, her perfidious confessor^ who 
had tempted her to abjure. 

'' Pardon ! pardcm ! " cried he, wildly. '^ I misled 
you V^ 

The English indignantly forced him away ; and the 
Earl of Warwick had difficulty in saving his life. 
There was a kind of savagery among the soldiers. An 
English man-at-arms was seen carrying along a fsiggot, 
which, he boasted, should help to bum her. 

Arrived at the market-place — 

^' Ah, Rouen ! Rouen ! '' exclaimed she, '' is it here 
then that I must die ? ^' 

Cardinal Beaufort and several French prelates occu- 
pied a scaffold on one side of the stake, the ecclesiastical 
and secular judges and assessors another. Joan was 
placed between them. A sermon was preached to her, 
which she heard with great calmness. It ended with — 
^' Go in peace, Joan. The Church owns you no longer, 
and delivers you to the secular arm/' 

She immediately fell on her knees, and clasping 
her hands, looked upwards, and poured forth such a 
prayer that even Cardinal Beaufort's eyes were mois- 
tened. The Bishop of Noyon and others hastily quitted 
the scaffold, and disappeared. 

It will be observed that though her courage com- 
pletely gave way when the news of her cruel death was 
brought her, she was equal to the emergency when it 
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came; and thus it always is with those who ask for 
strength of Him who can give it. 

Meanwhile, the bystanders were getting impatient, 
and some of them brutally called out to the confessor, 
who, in a low, energetic voice, was administering con- 
solation, — 

^^ Come, priest, are we to dine here ? don^t keep us 
all day ! ^' " Hand her over to us ; we^l soon make an 
end." " Remember your office ! " said they to the 
executioner. 

Actually, without waiting for her sentence from the 
secular judges, the executioner seized her ! She em- 
braced the cross, and was led towards the stake, the 
men-at-arms closing round and pushing her. A mitre 
was placed on her head, inscribed — '^ Heretic, relapsed 
apostate, idolatress I ^' 

The wood was ready piled on a high platform^ of 
plaster, and while they were chaining her to the stake, 
Martin PAdvenu forced his way to her, and knelt down 
to pray with her. 

'^ Give me a cross," said she, looking round. 

Father Isambard ran to fetch one from a neighbouring 
church; meanwhile, a soldier formed her one of two 
pieces of wood, which she clasped fervently , to her 
bosom, as the sign of her redemption. 

" Come, priest," said the bystanders, '^ will you nevei? 
have done ? ^^ 

As L^ Advenu rose from his knees, she begged him to 
stand over against her as long as she should retain life, 
repeating aloud devotional sentences. 

The Bishop of Beauvais drew near, just as they were 
kindling the wood. " Bishop ! " cried she, " I die 
through you ! " 

He quailed involuntarily ; and she added — 
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'' The voiceA hare not deceived me. I have done 
nothing but by the word of God. Ah, Bouen ! I fear 
you will suffer for my death/' 

" She makes a fine end/' muttered one of the br- 
standers^ pushing away. " I am glad I have seen her, 
for she was a worthy woman.'' 

Some of the French muttered, '^ She is certainly a 
martyr for her king ; would that we were as blameless 
as she is." 

" Stand farther from me," she cried to L'Advenu, as 
the heat became too great for him, '' but still hold the 
cross aloft, that I may think of my blessed Redeemer." 
And, as the flames leaped up around her, they heard a 
call for " Water ! water ! " — and then a dear, ringing 
cry of " Jesus ! Jesus ! " 

When the fire had devoured its prey, nothing re- 
mained to be seen but a heap of grey ashes. — '' Let 
them be thrown into the Seine," said Cardinal Beaufort. 

It was not mid-day yet ! and people returned home 
to feel the rest of that day a heavy, lifeless blank. 

^When the soldier who said he would throw a &ggot 
on the fire, heard that thrilling cry — " Jesus ! " he fell 
down in a fit, and was carried off in strong convulsions 
to a neighbouring tavern. In the afternoon, when he 
had come to himself, he sought out Father Isambard, 
and confessed to him that he repented having hated the 
Maid, whom he now believed good and innocent. The 
executioner, too, went to confess to Martin I'Advenu 
the same day, fearing he had brought on himself the 
wrath of God. 

Was there great wail in France for her ? Truly, there 
was, in city, town, and village ; most of all in Dom- 
remy, and next in Orleans. Mothers and fathers, young 
and old, wept for her who had been their deliverer. 
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Dunois aud La Hire had for some time been working 
their way up to Rouen, by way of Chartres, which they 
had carried on the 20th of April, after a long and 
arduous siege. Dunois was left in charge of the town, 
as commander-in-chief, with a very strong garrison, and 
had his hands full. Previously to this, a very strong 
French force had marched for Rouen, and nearly 
reached it; but fell to quarrelling among themselves 
and brought their enterprise to nothing. The sad fate 
impending over Joan had long weighed heavily on them; 
but " it was the fortune of war,^^ and they trusted that 
she might yet be released, and avenge the horrors of 
the iron cage in the fields like De Barbazan, side by 
side with Duke Rene. 

But Charles — who, if ever sovereign were indebted to 
subject, owed such a heavy debt of gratitude to Joan — 
how shall we find him ? shedding tears of pity ? clench- 
ing his hands in fruitless anger? A single line of 
Monstrelet will here describe the position, — " King 
Charles, during these events, was residing in his usual 
manner at Chiuon.'' 

To enlarge a little : King Charles, with everything 
comfortable about him, was being measured for new 
boots, when a sudden commotion in the courtyard was 
followed by the ud expected entrance of Dunois. 

" Chartres surprised ? '^ cried the king. 

" Not while I am its govemor,^^ said Dunois. ^^ I 
come ^^ 

" Are you doing well in coming ? " interrupted 
Charles. " Chartres is no trifle." 

^^ Chartres is no trifle," replied Dunois, " but yet I 
am almost ready to say I would sooner have sustained 
that loss than this." 

" Have some mercy on my feelings, man," cried the 
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susceptible king, ''and don^t keep me in suspense! 
What loss can be worse than Chartres ? '' 

'' Joan is burnt ! '' said Dunois, in a sad, deep voice, 
and keeping his eye on him to mark the effect. 

'' How shocking ! '' exclaimed Charles. " Are you 
quite sure \ '' 

'' Quite sure. I had it firom an eye-witness.'' 

" Shocking ! extremely so indeed," said Charles, feel- 
ing that something more was expected of him. '' Poor 
dear girl ! There died a loyal heart, if ever there was 
one ! What a reckoning we owe those wretches ! And 
yet it really was a relief to me to hear what it was : 
because, you see, you had excited me so, that I feared 
many lives had been sacrificed instead of one. Shock- 
ing, though ; shocking indeed ! The queen will feel 
it. Well, I am very much obliged to you, Dunois, for 
taking the trouble to break this to me. It really would 
have quite prostrated me, had I heard it suddenly. 
What creatures we all are ! Here to-day, gone to- 
morrow, as the Psalter says. That girl deserved a 
royal funeral ; instead of which *' 

'' Her ashes were cast into the Seine.'' 

'' Really. How atrocious ! That was not the worst 
part of it, though, to her." 

'' No, truly." 

'' Did you hear any particulars ? " 

" The brutality of some of the soldiers was extreme. 
On the other hand, many of the populace, and some of 
her judges, were melted into tears." 

'' It must have been very affecting. She went through 
everything, you know, so well. Looked her part so 
nobly. You remember her pose during the sacre ? " 

Dunois made a gesture as much as to say, '' I shall 
never forget it." 
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" And her laat words — ^were there any ? ^^ 

'^ She had previously checked the preacher, when he 
spoke against you, and said, ' Malign me, if you will, 
but not the king/ ^^ 

" Fine ! fine ! Just like her. I wonder what the 
fellow said of me. Lies of course. But her last 
words ? ^' 

" When the smoke was choking her she cried, 
^ Water ! water ! ^ — the next instant, in thrilling 
accents, ' Jesus ! Jesus ! ^ ^' 

" That was very afiecting/^ said Charles, his eyes 
really moistening. ^^I'll tell you what, Dunois, you 
must push on her brothers. It^s the only thing we can 
do now.^^ 

^' I fear it is. One of them is prisoner.^^ 

" Suppose you dine with me, and we will talk it all 
over. Wanted at Chartres ? Oh, well, in that case '' 

As Dunois passed out through the ante-chamber, he 
stopped, and drew his hand across his eyes. *' I had 
not thought,^^ he said to himself, ^^ ever to weep for a 
woman.^' 

How freshly he remembered their first meeting, that 
momentous evening on the banks of the Loire ! — the 
distant lights glimmering from the grim bastilles, and 
the storm gathering round them. He seemed still to 
hear her peculiarly clear, though soft voice, saying — 

" Are you the Count de Dunois ? '' 

Joan^s influence, as long as it lasted, had been power- 
ful and eminently healthful. It is hardly possible to 
realise the purifying influence of a really high-minded 
sister-in-arms, such as she was, among men who were 
only accustomed to see the worst specimens of her sex, 
but who had a taste for what was better, only needing 
to be drawn forth. 
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Ihiring the first campaign there was a charm in 
oheying her. False shame at religious and decent 
obsenrances and restraints was easily aroided by quot- 
ing Joan^s command. * Her yoke became a boasted 
restraint^ like the knightly girdle. But, as soon as her 
personal presence was remoTcd, it naturaUy would MI 
asunder like a rope of sand. Still, she had done a 
noble thing in showing what the law of God could do, 
enforced even by a simple girl ; and had she done this 
aUme^ it would yet have been a noble purpose nobly 

WON. 

* It was the most utter inconsistency and injustice to count 
Joan's masculine attire a crime, when it had been adopted by 
Eleanor of Aquitaine, Queen of France and England, and a berr of 
female crusaders, without reproach ; and when, as a pitxxf how this 
martial spirit was recognised in England, a ladj in the time of 
Edward the First held a manor by sergeantry to conduct the kings 
army on its route to Wales, and the rearguard on its return. The 
Counters of Montfort is another case in point. — Set MUh^ i. 243. 
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CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

ONE afternoon, several weeks later in the year, a 
horseman, accompanied only by his page, rode 
into Domremy. Throwing the bridle to his attendant 
as he alighted, he walked on alone to Joan^s cottage. 

It was warm, delightful weather; the insect world 
were on the wing, and innumerable birds were singing 
amid the thick foliage of the Bois Chenu. The cottage 
and its surroundings did not look neat. The approach 
was covered with weeds; the barn-door stood ajar, 
and hens and chickens passed through it at their plea- 
sure ; the paling was loose, and might easily have 
afforded egress to a broken-hearted-looking old cart- 
horse, quite blind, who was resting his chin on it ; but 
he seemed to think all the world eq^ually bad, and to 
have no mind to come out. 

Over the house-door hung the gay scutcheon, so 
lately Zabillet's pride, but which now seemed doing 
duty as a hatchment. A nail having escaped, one 
corner had dropped, so as to increase the general air of 
desolation. 

Our friend De Poulengey, for it was he, approached 
the open door, hemmed, tapped, and struck it with the 
hilt of his sword. Receiving no answer, he stepped in. 
The cottage appeared inhabited, but just then empty : 
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embers smouldered beneath the skillet^ and milk-pans 
were set to dry ; there was the pld table and the old 
settee ; but somehow, all looked strangely deserted. 
Against the wall hung a girl's straw hat, a crook, and 
a rosary of acorns. Some farming implements were 
laid aside, as if not in use, and two shepherds' caps 
hung on pegs. 

As Bertrand de Poulengey looked about him, an old 
magpie hopped from under the table, cocking its eye at 
him in an eccentric manner, and then hopped in again, 
calling ^^ Jeannette ! Jeannette ! '^ 

'' I wonder they don't wring your neck, my friend,'' 
was De Poulengey's reflection. ^^ Your one word must 
be strangely inopportune sometimes." 

Finding no one in-doors, he looked into the neglected 
garden, where 

" The thorn and the thistle grew broader and higher," 

mingled with thyme, marjoram, tansy, sage and rue, 
and also with wildly luxuriant pinks and roses. A low 
parapet wall divided it from the little churchyard, where 

" The rude forefathers of the hamlet slept." 

There was no one to be seen, and De Poulengey thought 
he would take a look at the now more than ever famous 
Tree of the Fairies, and then ride away. 

There was the little knoll, and the little spring or 
fountain, and over the spring and knoll inclined the 
round, arching boughs of the beech, with a faded 
garland or two still hanging on them. Beneath it 
stood no young girl in red petticoat, but an old woman 
sat crouched on the ground, stroking out something on 
her knees, and then looking wistfully at it and sighing. 
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De Poulengey walked close up to her, and, after a 
moment^s silence, said, ^^Dame, 1 looked for you in the 
house in vain/^ 

^^I^m sick of the house,*' said she, without looking 
up. '' It's full of ghosts. I hear my children's voices, 
and my old man's sighs. They're are all gone, and why 
should I stay ? " 

^^ Gone ? " said De Poulengey. 

The unaffected surprise and pity in his tone made 
her look up, shading her eyes, which were very weak. 

" Yes, gone," repeated she dreamily, without seeming 
to recognise him. " First, Joan went. We were 
right, after all, you see, father and I ; she'd better have 
bided at home — then the whole family would have kept 
together, till creditably married, instead of parting like 
a rope of sand. I sent the two youngest boys after her, 
to take care of her. I don't know where they are now 
— fighting somewhere, I suppose, for the unfeeling 
king. They may be kiUed any day." 

" But you have another son, my poor woman. And 
your husband, where is he ? " 

" Dead ! " said Zabillet, abruptly. '' They are both 
dead ! "* 

De Poulengey was shocked, and sat down by her on 
the grass. 

^^Are you come," said she, 'Ho pry and pick up 
stories, like those spies from Poitiers and Rouen ? " 

'* Oh no, my good woman, I was your daughter's 
friend as long as I knew her, and fought with her to 
the last." 

" You may call me Dame," said Zabillet, fixing him 

* ^^ II moumt de chagrin de la fin malheureuse de sa fille, aiasi 
que son fila ain^, Jacquemin." — ProcbSi ii 388. 
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with her tearless eye^ but without seeming to know or 
care who he was. 

Tell me all about it, Dame,^' said he. 
Thus it was,'^ said she, with a bursting sigh. 
Days passed on without any one a-coming nigh as. The 
neighbours seemed afeared of our great sorrow. Poor 
people, ^tis said, are mostly kind to one another, and we 
were poor still, though we were noble. But it was 
drerd, nought else, of some great coming grief! Father, 
he said nothing, and Jacquemin, he said nothing ; and 
at last I could stand it no longer, and said ' I must go 
and speak to somebody, or my heart will burst.' Just 
as I got to the door, what should I see but all the 
neighbours coming slowly up in a body, and as soon as 
they saw me, they stopped. ' What is it ? oh, what is 
it ? * cried I. I couldn't stir a foot. Nor could they 
wag a tongue ! I declare I turned to stone, for I 
couldn't speak a word. Then the curate, he steps for- 
ward and begins — 'Blessed are the dead that — Zabillet!' 
says he, stopping short, and catching my hand, ' glorify 
God in the fires!''' 

Here a tempestuous torrent of grief deluged poor 
Zabillet in tears, and De Poulengey sat beside her in 
silent commiseration. 

'^ He never held up after," said she. " Nor yet Jac- 
quemin. Father fell down as if struck. It was only 
that which just kept me from falling, I knew I could 
not be spared. It was just a race between them. 
Jacquemin took a pain at his heart, and drooped 
from day to day. ' I knew how it would be, mother,' 
he said, ' directly they got her. I always said I would 
die for her, and now die I must.' He went off like a 
lamb, sir ! The youngest went first. Father said to 
me, ' How is he now ? ' I said, ' He'll do well, I hope. 
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where lie is/ ' Kiss me, my old wife/ said he, ' and 
say a prayer. We shall soon be together/ ^^ 

De Poulengey sighed. 

^^ Why, I do believe," said she, ^^ you're the gentle- 
man that tempted her away ! '^ 

'^ Oh no ! '^ said he, "it was she tempted me. Her 
artless convictions and persuasions were too much for 



me.'' 



" Don't say so, don't say so," cried Zabillet, rapidly, 
" I know some one must have been at the bottom of it. 
See, here's her long hair, that her father kept next his 
heart. 'Tis all that remains of my Joan ! Go, go ! I 
say go ! and leave rae alone with my grief.'^ 

She flung herself on the ground as she spoke, burying 
her face in her hood. 

As De Poulengey moved slowly away, he saw a dark- 
haired girl approaching : her face was very sad. 

" Are you going to that poor woman yonder ? " said 
he. " She needs your care." 

" I am going to her," said Haumette, " for she 
deserves my care. She has been a mother to me, and 
Joan and I were sisters." 

^^ I had something to say to her," rejoined De 
Poulengey, ^' which her grief prevented my mentioning. 
Do you know how she is provided for? There is a 
very amiable young lady in Auvergne, the Lady 
Rosaure de St. Vidal, who is anxious to provide for the 
family." 

" They were not badly off till Jaqques and Jacquemin 
died," said Haumette, ** but there is ne one now to do 
the field work, and I do not know how the Dame will 
manage. She is very tenacious, however, and it is not 
every one to whom she would be beholden. She would 
rather starve than be supported on mere alms, and I 
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know that she would on no account be pensic»ied \xj 
the king/' 

'* You can soond her/' said De Ponlengey, '^ and if 
you find that the Lady Rosaure's intended kinHnpaa 
would be acceptable^ you can send me word at Yau- 
conleure/' 

'^ Thank you kindly^ sir,'' said Haumette. '' I wilL 

Your name is " 

" The Sire Bertrand de Poulengey/' 
'' Oh, yes ! '' 

As he rode across the bridge (for he was not going 
straight home), he met two plain, substantial-looking 
burghers, dressed in black, mounted on ambling pal- 
fireys, with sumpter-mules, and one or two mounted 
servants behind them. They civilly inquired of him if 
he could direct them to the residence of the Dame 
du Lys. 

De Poulengey did so, and added — ^^ You will not find 
her in the house, but under the tree. I have just been 
with her, and the poor woman is almost beside herself 
with sorrow.'' 

" Sir,'' said one of the burghers, " I and my towns- 
men are under the greatest obligations to that family. 
We are citizens of Orleans, and I need not tell you 
what we owed to the Maid." 

'^ You need not, because I was with her," said De 
Poulengey, ^^ and witnessed all she did." 

'^ Ah ! then you are one of the noble gentlemen of 
Barr," exclaimed the burgher. ^'Yes, yes, I see you 
are the Sire dd Poulengey. We owe you a debt of 
gratitude too; but you will forgive our first thoughts 
being fixed on a more prominent person." 

^^ There is nothing to forgive," said De Poulengey. 
*^What a great soul she had!" cried the other. 
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'^ WonderM girl ! Think of the attack on the bas- 
tilles/^ 

" It was wonderful from beginning to end/' said the 
first, ^^ and conferred blessings on us that we can never 
forget. What tears her unhappy end has caused among 
us ! The whole city has been given up to grief. And 
now we learn that her father and elder brother have 
died of broken hearts, and are on our way to know 
whether we may be permitted the melancholy satis- 
faction of contributing to the support of her mother.^' 

^^ The thought is kind and very opportune/' said De 
Poulengey ; " for, from what I gather, she will not be 
beholden to any else. Your sympathy will be balm to 
her heart.'' 

Saying which he took friendly leave of the worthy 
citizens, who proceeded on their way, and found that 
Haumette had now induced Zabillet to return to the 
house. 

The burghers' visit was well timed, and it soothed 
her to hear them descant on her dear child's merits, 
and declare that they should transmit her remem- 
brance to future generations. It touched her to find 
that it had been decreed that the magistrates should 
walk in solemn procession roimd the city on the 8th of 
every May, in memory of its deliverance, and that a 
sermon should afterwards be preached in honour of the 
Maid. 

When this had produced its eflect, the worthy 
burghers proceeded to say what a gratification it would 
be to the whole city if the Dame would make it hence- 
forth her abode, and allow them to contribute to her 
maintenance. They brought it forward very consider- 
ately and delicately, and when she found they had taken 
this long journey for no other purpose, it affected and 
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pleased her, and eventually she went to Orleans ; hut 
for some time she preferred remaining where she was. 

She was sitting, one day, in the desolate old cot- 
tage, dreamily spinning and crooning the hymn to the 
Virgin which Joan used to sing, and which she herself 
had taught her, when Jeannot, whom she had not seen 
for a good while, suddenly burst in upon her, with a 
strange, wild look of elation ; and, scarcely allowing 
himself time to embrace her, exclaimed — 

" Mother, here's a strange event — our Joan is come 
to life again ! '^ 

Poor Zabillet spun half round, as people do in a 
vertigo, and reeled against the wall — " It cannot be ! '' 
gasped she. 

" Strange as it seems, it is so,*^ said he ; '' they did 
not really bum her.'' 

Zabillet clasped her head between her hands, — at the 
same instant, a figure singularly resembling Joan, and 
dressed in a becoming sort of Amazonian costume, 
entered the cottage, — 

" Mother ! dear mother ! *' said she, her eyelids 
quivering a little. 

" Stand back ! '^ cried Zabillet, in a voice that elec- 
trified her. " You're no child of mine ! Oh, you 
wicked, wicked girl ! To pretend my Joan was not 
burnt ! I know who you are, and I know who you're 
not ! Get you gone, get you gone, or I'll do you a 
mischief!" And snatching up a stout stick as she 
spoke, she advanced with such evident intention to 
commit assault and battery that the unwelcome visitant 
changed colour and hastily decamped. 

Mother, mother ! " said Jeannot, expostulating. 
And you, you idiot ! " cried she, turning upon him; 
^' to think of your not knowing a stranger from your 
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own sister! Why, how old would Joan look now? 
This wretch is in her teens ; as young as my poor girl 
was when she suflTered. Oh, my heart ! *^ — and she laid 
her hand on her side. 

" My poor, poor mother ! ^^ said Jeannot, putting his 
arm round her. 

" Jeannot, how could you ever be such a goose ? Fve 
heard of this impostor. She has been taking in the 
people at Metz.^' 

'^Mother, unlikely as it seems, you really should 
hear all about it : she says ^' 

'^ Whatever she says, it^s not heVy^ interposed Za- 
billet. '^Why, do you think I don't know my own 
child ? There are stupid people, I believe, who think 
all the sheep in a flock are alike, but you and I know 
they are not ; much less are human beings. Whatever 
story she may trump up, that woman's not Joan,^* 

" Well," said Jeannot, looking very uncomfortable, 
'^ Fm in an awkward predicament, for I have recognised 
her as my sister.'^ 

^^ I never knew such a world as this is,'' said Zabillet, 
falling into a helpless fit of weeping ; and while he was 
standing by her, quite at his wit's end, Haumette stole 
in and began gently to soothe her. Haumette was now 
the wife of an honest labourer, named Gerard of Syon. 

"What do you think, Haumette?" said Zabillet, 
sobbing, " that stupid fellow has come and told me Joan 
is alive." 

" Alive ? " cried Haumette, with a momentary irra- 
diation of joy. " But no," said she, sadly, and the 
glow passed ofi^ from her face, "that cannot be, you 
know, for her heart was found unconsumed in the 
ashes." 

'^ The only thing my poor girl had left her," wept 
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Zabillet^ ''was compassion; and this wicked wretch 
goes and swallows it all up. I'm pretty sure I know 
who she is/' 

'' Who ? '' said Jeannot, quickly. 

His mother continued crying without answering him; 
so at length he impatiently said, " I don't believe you 
can tell. I'll come again when you're more composed." 

And he left the house. 

''Don't cry, mother/' said Haumette, putting her 
arm roimd her neck, " Jeannot is a stupid fellow, and 
always was." 

" As for that," said Zabillet, quieting herself a little, 
" he's mv own flesh and blood, and if he had suffered 
death, I might make as much count of him as another ; 
but oh ! if you had seen the creature that made believe 
to be Joan ! " 

" What, that thing in the hat and feather ? " cried 
Haumette, " I wondered who in the world she was. 
Vll pull her feather out for her, if she comes to me with 
her stories ! " 

And poor Zabillet was comforted. 

This adventuress, by whose eflrontery and ingenuity 
Jeannot was, for a time imposed on, enjoyed her short 
triumph at Metz, and married a knight named Hermoise 
or Armoise. She induced Jeannot to accompany her 
to Orleans, where some believed in her, others did not ; 
while poor Pierre, whose wish was father to his thought, 
vacillated between two opinions. The likeness was ex- 
traordinary. At length. King Charles, who heard that 
" une autre Pucelle afiectee, qui moult ressembloit k la 
premiere," had appeared, desired that she should be 
brought before him. 

He received her in his garden, sitting under a trellis. 
He had hurt his foot, and was wearing an easy slipper; 
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and he desired one of his gentlemen in waiting to 
advance and receive her as if the king, which he did ; 
but she, being too shrewd for him, and knowing, per- 
haps, that Charles had hurt his foot, went straight up 
to him ; " en la saluant bien doulcement/^ Instead of 
any lively demonstration of surprise and joy on the 
occasion, Charles composedly said — 

'^ Pucelle, ma mie, you are welcome. And pray what 
about that secret countersign which the Lord put be- 
tween you and me ? ^^ 

Upon which, down dropped the false Pucelle upon 
her knees before him, crying for mercy, and owning 
herself an impostor. She was chidden very sharply, 
and sent away in disgrace. 

She does not seem to have been quieted by this, but 
to have continued her extraordinary personation till the 
parliament of Paris took it up. This was in the 
autumn of 1440 ; they sent for her to Paris, and there 
made her stand, whether she would or no, on a stone 
pedestal before the palace, in the sight of all the people> 
while a declaration was read, reciting all the particulars 
of her real history, and stating that early in life she had 
been sent to Rome for striking her mother, and there^ 
assuming male attire, had fought a duel in behalf of 
Pope Eugenius, and killed two men in single combat > 
that she was now the wife of a knight, and the mother 
of two sons.* 

Sorrow does not often kill, though it killed Jacques 
and Jacquemin. Zabillet lived upwards of twenty 
years in Orleans, a marked and respected woman, and 
the recipient of unremitting kindness. She had, a trifle 
of her own, or from her sons, to which the city of 

* Le Brun de Charmettes. 
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Orleans added three francs a month, ^^ pour lui aider k 
vivre/^ She was too independent to be willing to 
accept more than her simple habits required j so she 
was no great burthen on the town.* 

Jeannot had continued fighting for the king till 1436, 
when he returned to Lorraine in consequence of the 
extraordinary report that his sister had reappeared. 
About this time. King Charles made him Provost of 
Vaucouleurs ; and he continued to hold this office till 
1467, when Louis the Eleventh bought it of him to 
bestow it on the Duke of Calabria.f 

As for Pierre, he remained long years in captivity, 
but was released at last, and knighted. He married 
and settled in Orleans. The old feud between the 
houses of Burgundy and Orleans wad at length ended 
by the Duke of Burgundy paying the ransom of the 
Duke of Orleans, and thus terminating his twenty-five 
years^ captivity in England. In consideration of the 
services Orleans had received from Joan and her 
brothers, the released Duke bestowed on '^Messire 
Pierre du Lys, chevalier, L^Isle aux Boeufs, near 
Orleans, inasmuch as in company with his sister, Joan 
the Maid, he had left his native place, and exposed his 
person and goods in resisting the ancient enemies of 
the kingdom who were then besieging the city of 
Orleans, as well as for performing many journeys for 
the service of the king and his chiefs.'' 

Pierre had two sons and a daughter. Two of them 
were named in memory of his lost sister. His daughter 
was named Joan; he bestowed L'Isle aux Bceufs on 
her as her wedding portion: she afterwards made it 
over to her brother, Jean de la Pucelle. Her other 

* She died, Nov. 28, 1458. t Proces, ii. 74. 
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brother was also named Jean or Jeannot ; he was made 
a magistrate of Arras in 1481, by Louis the Eleventh. 

It was Louis the Eleventh who erected over the 
cottage door at Domremy, the pointed Gothic heading 
in yellowish stone, enclosing as in a frame the family 
scutcheons seen there to this day, imder which is the 
shield of France, with three fleurs-de-lis, and '^ Vive le 
roy Louis/^ There is now also a beautiful little stone 
niche, nearly half-way up the front of the cottage, 
containing a statue of Joan kneeling in prayer ; * and 
a bronze copy of the Princess Marie's charming statue 
within the cottage, presented by Louis Philippe. 

The English reaped no benefit by Joan's death. The 
tide of success began to set steadily in Charles's favour. 
In 1435 the Duke of Burgundy forsook them for the 
French king. The Duke of Bedford died of vexation. 
Civil wars in England drew off the English from France; 
and in 1437 Charles made his public entry into Paris. 
In 1440 a truce was agreed on between England and 
France, which lasted eight years. During this interval 
Charles reigned well, and would have been happy, had 
not the wicked young Dauphin been a thorn in his side. 

In 1 448 the war was renewed to the disadvantage of 
the English. Their only great commander now left was 
Lord Talbot ; and he and his son were both slain at 
Chatillon in 1453, as Shakspeare has pathetically re- 
corded. This defeat was followed by the expulsion of 
the English from every French town except Calais; 
which we lost in the time of Queen Mary. 

Even before this grateful breathing time had fully 
arrived, Charles, finding himself master of Rouen, 
wherein was a certain market-place, wherein, about 

* Musgrave's Dauphin^. 
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twenty years before, a certain young girl had been 
burnt alive, he, considering her trial had been grossly 
misconducted, determined to have a revision of it, and 
to call forward all the living witnesses that could be 
found. 

So he issued letters patent to his well-beloved Guil- 
laume Bouille, empowering and commissioning him to 
constrain every one to bring forward whatever infor- 
mation they could adduce on the subject. 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

IN consequence of this, the prince of the blood and 
the lowly peasant, the captain, the curate, the squire, 
the page, priest and friar-hermit, noble sire and humble 
charcoal-seller, the wife of the royal treasurer, and the 
wife of the simple bourgeois, upwards of sixty witnesses 
of one class and another, came forward with their 
testimonies. 

These depositions were not all taken at once ; some 
of them were repeated three or four times, first before 
Bouille, next before Cardinal d'Estouteville, then before 
the grand vicar, Philippe de la Rose. The proceedings 
were tedious and desultory, till a papal brief was issued 
in June, 1455, authorising the Archbishop of Roiien, 
the Bishops of Paris and Coutances, and an inquisitor, 
to conduct the inquiry, and pronounce a true and 
faithful verdict. 

A public sitting was held in the palace of the Bishop 
of Paris, on the 17th of the ensuing November. Pre- 
lates, abbes, doctors of theology, and a crowded audi- 
ence were present. 

A sensation was created by the sudden entrance of 
Zabillet, in deep mourning, carrying a paper in her 
hand, and accompanied by her two sons. She was 
followed by her counsel Mangier. 
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With many a deep-drawn sigh, she stated that she 
was the mother of Joan^ that she had brought her 
up in the love and fear of God ; that her daughter's 
daily toil had been in the fields and meadows, that 
she had been punctual and devout in her attendance 
at church, had confessed and communicated every 
month, and had observed the prescribed fasts. That 
she had never said or done anything contrary to the 
faith, yet that her enemies had falsely imputed crimes 
to her, to the disgrace of her family and the peril of 
their own souls. 

Zabillet having made this deposition in a faltering 
and broken voice, her counsel took up the word, and 
read aloud the appeal of herself and sons for justice. 

What a solemn farce this would have been, had they 
known Joan to be alive all the while ! 

The judges then withdrew with Zabillet into a private 
room,- where they conferred with her more quietly. 

Returning to the hall, they caused the Latin brief to 
be read. Maugier then obtained leave to speak, though 
he was told it was out of order at this stage of the pro- 
ceedings. He read the brief in French, and explained 
that it was not intended to arraign the judgment of the 
parliament of Paris, but only of the Bishop of Beauvais, 
the Vice-Inquisitor Le Maistre, Estivet, and their 
accomplices. After preliminaries were adjusted, the 
court adjourned till the 12th of December, when it was 
to reassemble at Bouen ; and the present Bishop of 
Beauvais was cited to appear at it, as representative of 
Cauchon, as also the representatives of Le Maistre and 
Estivet — for all these men were dead ! The citations 
were affixed to the church doors. 

The depositions of the witnesses were received in four 
different places — at Rouen, at Domremy, at Orleans, 
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and at Paris. A long list of queries was drawn up 
which each witness had to answer on oath, besides 
giving all the general information in his power. 

Joan^s trial was pronounced illegal on the following 
counts. She had never slept in the diocese of Beauvais, 
and was not under the Bishop's jurisdiction ; she was 
not amenable to the Inquisition ; she was denied what 
she asked for, that her judges should be of the party 
of King Charles as well as of King Henry ; she was 
denied a counsel to defend her, though she was under 
age. Also Joan had been represented as saying things 
she never said, and many things she did say were 
suppressed. Finally, it was declared that Joan^s pre- 
tended abjuration at St. Ouen was false, and artfully 
substituted for the three or four lines to which she had 
supposed she was subscribing. 

It was maintained that her accusation was false in 
itself. Joan had been upright and pure all her life, and 
had never once been detected in a falsehood. The 
horrors of her prison were revealed ; the evil characters 
of those about her, the deceits that were practised on 
her, the immanly threats, the removal of her woman's 
clothes so that she was compelled to put on the only 
ones that were left her ; the pains that were taken to 
heal her of her sickness, in order that she might not 
escape a cruel death. 

It was then undertaken to defend her adoption of 
male attire, and her reliance on the voices. And it was 
demanded that she should be declared innocent, loyal. 
Catholic, faithful unto death; that the iniquitous sen- 
tence against her should be burnt; that its reversal 
should be published in every city in the kingdom ; and 
that masses should be performed for the soul of the 
defunct. (Likely if she were alive !) The minutes of 
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the revision were to be placed among the royal records, 
and would thereby afford proofs of all that had pre- 
viously been alleged. 

It would take too long to show how the foregoing 
points were substantiated, and the allegations of Joan^s 
enemies triumphantly refuted. It is more interesting 
to us to watch the crowd of illustrious persons who 
press forward to speak in her praise. 

The first that claims our notice, is John, Count of 
Dunois and Longueville, Marshal of France. Worn 
and embrowned by twenty-five years^ more campaigning, 
there is the old spirit in him, as he says : — 

'' I think that Joan was sent by God ! Her deeds 
during the war bore more truly the mark of inspiration 
than of mere human wisdom.^' 

And he recapitulates the story of the war. How 
fresh are his recollections ! how vivid his impressions ! 
He recalls Joan^s very words, from their meeting on the 
Loire ; he is a good word-painter, and gives the gesture, 
look, and tone. 

The Duke d^Alen9on, too, speaks up for her, and 
repeats her words and deeds, as I have given them in 
their place. 

D'Aulon is now Seneschal of Beaucaire. His testi- 
mony is important and highly satisfactory ; for he was 
in such close attendance on her that he must have 
detected deceit or wrong. He came forward a second 
time to repeat and insist on his belief that she must 
have been specially sent and taught of God. 

Louis de Contes is no longer the idle boy whom Joan 
scolded for playing at the door when she was wanting her 
horse. He is a handsome chevalier of five or six and 
thirty, and will soon be Seigneur of Rouyen and 
Dengles. His recollections are clear and to the purpose. 
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That white-headed, spare old general,, eighty-five 
years of age, is De Gaucourt, who deposes to the sud- 
den change of the wind when Joan embarked for 
Orleans: he thinks it was providential in the full 
meaning of the word. 

Sir William de Ricarville comes forward to say, that 
considering her deeds and her manner of living (attendu 
sa maniere de vivre et ses faits), she was inspired by 
God. 

Father Pasquerel is of the same opinion. His recol- 
lections of her are full of interest. 

Le Royer, the charcoal-seller, tells how Joan came 
to his house and stayed there till she started for Chinon. 
Catherine his wife, Durand Laxart, the three god- 
mothers, her godfather Jean Morel, Haumette and 
Mangette her friends, the village priest, each add their 
links to the chain, and supply the idyll of her young life. 

Then comes De Metz. He tells of his meeting the 
young girl at Vaucouleurs, and saying to her — ^^ Ma 
mie, what is this you are doing ? '' — and of what she said, 
and he said, and she said again ; and he told of their 
journey and its dangers, and how they brought her to 
Chinon ; where they were asked plenty of questions. 

'^ She was good,^^ says De Metz ; " she was simple, 
devout, a true Christian; kind and generous to the 
poor, fearing God, and of good conditions.^^ 

De Poulengey has the same story to tell : we know 
it already. He believes she was divinely inspired ; he 
knows no ill of her, but a great deal of good. She was 
good and holy in her walk and conversation. 

The Dame de la Touroulde relates how she devoted 
herself to prayer and almsdeeds while under her roof. 
Colette Bouchier testifies to her pure life while her 
guest at Orleans. 
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The witness of the venerable and religious Father 
Toutmouillee is fuller and more touching : — 

'^ I accompanied Brother Martin PAdvenu to the 
prison on the morning that Joan was to be burnt. 
When Brother Martin told the poor girl of the cruel 
death she was to die that very morning, she began to 
tear her hair and cry aloud so mournfully that it was 
piteous to hear her. ' Alas/ said she, ' must this poor 
body be reduced to ashes ? Ha ! a ! I would sooner 
be beheaded seven times over ! Oh ! if I had been 
in the ecclesiastical prison, where I should have been 
under the protection of the Church, this miserable fate 
would not have awaited me ; but as it is now, oh ! I 
appeal to God, the great judge, against the wrongs 
that have been done me ! ' Sirs, her complaints were 
woful, and when the Bishop appeared, ' Bishop ! ' cried 
she, ^ I die through you ! ^ ^' 

This witness hastily retreated from court, overcome 
by his feelings. 

Father Isambard tells how she was urged to recant ; 
and how, when he tried to help her out of a difficulty, 
the Bishop turned fiercely upon him, with — 

'' Taisez vous, de par le dyable ! '^ 

Moreover, the English threatened him awfully, and 
said they would throw him into the Seine. 

" Never did Christian make a better end ! Her 
prayers and her ejaculations were so piteous, devout, 
and Catholic, that even Cardinal Beaufort had tears in 
his eyes. She humbly begged me, when at the stake, 
to fetch a crucifix from the nearest church, and hold it 
up before her till she was dead, that the cross on which 
the Lord hung might be continually in her sight to the 
last. Nor did she cease, amidst the flames, to call 
aloud upon Him^ invoking Him to her latest breath. 
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At length she dropped her head on her breast, breath- 
ing out the name of Jesus. 

'^ And oh, sirs ! that same afternoon, the executioner 
came to me and to Brother Martin, shaken and torn 
with a marvellous repentance and terrible contrition,* 
like a despairing man, fearing never by any means to 
obtain the pardon of God for what he had done to this 
sainted girl. And he said and declared, did this execu- 
tioner, that notwithstanding the oil, the sulphur, and 
the coal that he had placed among the wood, to con- 
sume her more completely, he found her heart im burnt 
amid the ashes.^^ 

As if this were not enough, then comes Martin TAd- 
venu himself. Fancy you hear his still, clear voice, and 
see his pale, worn face, and earnest eye. 

^^The Bishop was resolved to go any lengths to 
please the English. When Joan had committed herself 
by putting on the forbidden clothes, he laughed as he 
took leave of the Earl of Warwick, and said — 

" ' FaroweUe ! farowelle ! il en est fait ! faites bonne 
chere ! ' or words to that effect. 

" Yes, sir, indeed he did. Atid they had beaten and 
hurt the poor girl shamefully, f • • • • And another 
thing I will tell you. When she was preached at, the 
last time, and about to be abandoned to the secular 
arm, before ever the secular judges pronounced one 
word of sentence, she was roughly hurried to the stake 
by two sergeants, and delivered by them to the execu- 
tioner ! It was made use of, soon after, as a precedent ! 

^^ About four of the clock that afternoon came the 
executioner in great tribulation to Brother Isambard 
and me, saying he had never in his life suffered so much 

• Proc^, ii. 7. 

t " Molest^e, hastue, et tounnent^." 

E E 
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in putting to death any criminal — first, on account of 
her great renown and reputation, and secondly on 
account of the cruel way in which he had to bind and 
secure her; for the judges overlooked him from a high 
scafibld, so that he could not avail himself of any means 
to alleviate or shorten her sufierings, which filled him 
with pity and compunction/^ 

Then came Duval and Manchon, whose depositions 
were ftdl of pathos. " Ah ! ^^ said Manchon, in con- 
clusion, " how patiently she heard that long sermon ! 
and how touchingly she prayed afterwards ! I never 
cried so much in my life. For a month afterwards I 
could not get over it. I went and bought myself a 
little missal, to use in praying for her soul — I have it 
still." 

Another comes, — another, and another ; and thus are 
the manes of the injured girl at length appeased by the 
tardy justice and gratitude of her rescued land : and 
thus we may picture the shade of her mail-clad figure, 
on the slightly raised pedestal of her fame, clasping her 
sword to her heart, and looking down, sweetly and 
sadly, on the lon^ arr J^ of gentle and simple as they 
file by her, one moment in the sunlight, and then 
passing on into the dark: each noble declaring, 
" Innocent, upon my honour ! ^^ with his hand upon 
his heart ; and each peasant confirming the goodness 
of " nostre Jehanne ! '^ 



What shall we think of the voices ? 

''It is the business of history,'^ says Hume (an 
unsafe guide), "to distinguish between the miraculous 
and the marvellous : to reject the first in all narratives 
profane and human; to doubt the second; and when 
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obliged by unquestionable testimony, as in the present 
case, — to receive as little of it as is consistent with the 
known facts and circumstances/^ 

Receive as little of it ? Of unquestionable testimony ? 
I think we may receive all unquestionable testimony, at 
any rate. 

Suppose we say, ^^ It is the business of history to dis- 
tinguish between the miraculous and the providential/^ 
This simplifies the question a good deal. 

Granting that the set time was come for the English 
to leave France, our Heavenly Father might cause them 
to do so by means natural, preternatural, or super- 
natural, without recurring to unnatural means. But is 
there the man alive who can precisely define the boun- 
daries between the natural, preternatural, and super- 
natural ? We all see through a glass, darkly. Sir 
Isaac Newton has said, " God acts in what is called 
Nature, according to accurate and uniform laws, nisi 
ubi aliter agere bonum est, — except when it is good for 
Him to act otherwise.^^ So St. Augustine, — ^^Dei 
voluntas rerum natura est.^^ (The will of God is the 
cause of nature.) Remember what Nicholls says, in 
his ^^Architecture of the Heavens,^^ about what is 
called (for want of a name), " the planetary system,^* 
being nothing more (or less) than " the will of God.^' 
" A Faraday is from day to day melting down into one 
the various forms and operations of what is called the 
electric fluid. But when, at last, that one agency is 
ascertained, to what cause can we ultimately assign it 
but the wiU of God ? '^ * 

The voices, then, may have been preternatural, or 
supernatural, we need not say they were more ; dare 
we say they were less ? 

• Qu4trterly Review, Oct. 1861. 
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Barante and Michelet — Frenclimeii and Roman Ca- 
tholics — naturally accept Joan^s inspiration 'without the 
slightest hesitation. It is only a stumbling-block to 
Protestants. 

Martin Luther, however, is not accounted by Pro- 
testants as either madman or deceiver, yet we know 
what he thought he saw at the Wartburg. Probably 
the stake could not have burnt that belief out of him. 
And the moral effect on him was just the same. That 
is quite enough ! You must grant the interposition of 
Providence, but you want no miracle at all. 

Sir Charles Bell says, ''We are incapable of com- 
prehending anything of the manner in which the nerves 
are affected. ^^ It might please God to affect Joan^s 
nerves so as to produce exactly the same results from 
her thinking she heard the voices as from her really 
hearing them. Only, we dare not limit His modes of 
action. And we must remember, that what the voices 
said came true. 

As for the end being worthy of the means, the two 
greatest nations in the world might have been in a false 
position to each other to this day, to the indescribable 
sin and misery of both, had not Providence interfered. 
The English were conscious of the pressure of a strong 
hand : it saves them from the reproach of cowardice. 



^nlct t$t ipo ipfatria nurd. 
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By the Author of " Mary Powell." 



** Close the cnrtains, draw the sofa by 
the fire, fit the ottoman to your feet, and 
adjust the llKht. If the reader be thus 
prepared he Is ready to commence read- 
ing » The Day of t*mall Things/ What is 
this neat and unpretending volume by the 
authoress of* Mary Powell ?* It is a string 
of pearls. Yes. Yet the simile will not 
be perfect unless the thread on which they 
are sti ung be golden. Then we will accept 
the resemblance. . . . The authoress of 
* Mary Powell,' and, we add, * The Day of 
Small Things,' feels her own power, and 



knows how deeply trifles, when judiciously 
introduced, will tell. ... It is a cornu- 
copia filled with rich moral fruits of every 
kind; and, though small are the hints 
thrown out here and there, or the advice 
casually given, still in the aggregate their 
voice becomes powerful, and we find that 
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diary. . . . The work is worthy of its 
author, and will be a general favourite." 
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A Tale of 

" It is written in a clear, pointed style, 
embellished with original fancies, and 
eloquent with an earnest meaning. The 
various scenes and characters are ob- 
viously studies from life — the life of rest- 
lessness, of fear, of devotion, among the 
friends of martyrs, described by the 
chroniclers of that epoch, stained with 
the blood r>f fanatical wars and persecu- 
tions. Colette, as delicately and distinctly 
limned in the successive chapters, might 



Auvergne. 

have formed a figure in the fifteenth- 
century group, drawn by a home-Inspired 
artist. Then, the struggle round the walls 
of Le Puy is a picture of olden warfare, of 
arquebus and halberd battles, of priestly 
soldiers, sworn to shed nu blood, but 
casuistical ly, with a ponderous club, im- 
mortalizing the miserable rotttiera. Again, 
the cretin is a portniit painfully accurate. 
Indeed, the entire story is vivified by its 
evident reality." — Athenanim. 
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gauoes, amounting to crime, of a man of — Christian Obierver, 
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THE YEAR NINE. 

A Tale of the Tyrol. 



" A highly interesting volume, in which 
the noble stand made by an army of pea- 
sants for independence is told with great 
power and pathos." — Morning Herald. 

** Sweet * Mary Powell ' exchanges her 



lute for a cymbal, clanging with her white 
fingers upon the sounding brass. The 
subject is well chosen, and the theme 
inspiriting. * Hofer' is the hero of her 
1 ute." — Art-Journal. 



New Edition, price 78. 6d., cloth gilt, with Coloured Frontispiece after 

Warren, 

CLAUDE THE COLPORTEUR. 



" The hero of the narrative is, in plain 
English, a Bible hawker among Roman 
Catholics chiefly ; and his difficulties, ill- 
treatment, conversations, and beneficial 
Influence, foi*m the staple of the book — 
his character is well drawn."— jSlngrluA 
Churehman* 



" The volume is one of no ordinary 
merit ; for it throws intense interest around 
common occurrences and common cha- 
racters, and presents not only a vivid senes 
of pictures, but a well-sustained tale." — 
Church and State Oaeette. 



Post 8vo., cloth, price 7s. 6d., with Frontispiece, 
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** It may be said of all her works, that 
of their kind they are very good; and 
this cannot fail to give pleasure to every 
reader capable of appreciating literary 



merit, and it will commend itself for 
family reading, on account of the genial 
tone of the morality which runs through- 
out"— il<to». 



Third Edition, post 8vo., price 78. 6d., antique, 
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" This is a charming little book ; and graphy, — it is likely to be a most aocept- 



whether we regard its subject, cleverness, 
or delicacy of sentiment and expression, 
— ^to say nothing, of its type and ortho. 



able present, to young or old, be their 
peculiar taste for religion, morals, poetry, 
history, or romance."— C!Aru<ta» Observe; 
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Price 28. 6d. boards; 8s. 6d. cloth, 

PBANK PAIELEaH ; 

Ob, scenes from THE LIFE OF A PRIVATE PUPIL. 



** There is no reason to complain of 
any want of vivadty in this story. The 
author has made himself well qualified 
for the task, and ezpites mirth by the 
recital of some Goiious adventures. If any 



of our readers wish to read a very en- 
tertaining and laughter-provoking story, 
we cannot do better than suggest a perusal 
of * Frank Fairlegh.' '*—S<nnerMt QcuuitU, 



Price Ss. boards ; 48. cloth, 

LEWIS ABXIirDEL; 

Ob, THE RAILROAD OF LIFE. 



** The task of the reviewer becomes a 

gleasant one when such works as the one 
efore us is forced upon his perusal. We 
must once more commend the taste and 
talent of the author of * Lewis Arundel.' ** 
—Weekly l%met. 



** Sparkling like a firefly, * Frank Fair- 
legh' bustles through the scenes of his 
story, if not the most profound, certainly 
one of the gayest and prettiest writexs of 
the day.'*— J2a<A Journal, 



Price 28. 6d. boards ; 38. 6d. idoth, 

HABRT COVEEDALE'S COXTRTSHIP, 

AND ALL THAT <;AME OF IT. 



**Bfr. Smedleys new tale pleasatftly 
narrates the early trials which can follow 
a marriage of love, even between the best 
of fellows and tiie sweetest of women.**— 



**The author is already fitvonrahly 
known in the literary world by his * Fnak 
Fairlegh;* and this tale sustains the re- 
putation which he has already acquired.** 
•^Woolmer't Extter QaatUe, 



Price Is. 6d. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth, 

THE EOBTTTNES OP THE COLYULE PAMTTiY; 

Ob, a CLOUD AND ITS SILVER LINING. 



This di|y, in fcap., price 28. boards ; 28. 6d. doth, 

SEVEN TALES BT SEVEN AUTHORS. 

Edited by F. E. Smedlet, Esq., Author of ** Frank Fairkgh," &e. 
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Cheap Edition, 28. boards ; fine paper, 48. doth gilt, 

A BOTS ADVEimJEES DT THE WUDS OF 

ATJSTEALIA. 

By William Howitt. With Desifo^s by Harvbt. 



**AI1 the boys in England, whether 
* old boys * or yoang ones, will rejoice in 
this fascinating book, fUll of anecdote and 
wild adventore." — Athmanim, 

** A capital book, fUll of humour, adven- 
tore, excitement, and those incidents of 



peril and pleasure which seem indigenous 
to Aastralia."~CAtireA and State Oaxettt, 
" In vivid portraitore of things as they 
are, it tax excels every publication that 
has yet reached us trom Australia.*'— 
British BaniMr, 



Fcap. 8yo., ?&. 6d., cloth lettered, 

HAOMI ; or, THE LAST DATS OP JEEUSAL^M. 

By Mrs. J. B. Webb. New Edition, with Designs by Gilbert, and View 

and Plan of Jerusalem. 



** It is in truth an admirable little 
▼olume, and well worthy of a yet more 
extensive patronage than it has alrtMuly 
received.'*— JTomMotm Journal. 

** One of the most interesting works we 
have read for some time. We are not sur- 
prised at t^e popularity it has attained— 



it deserves it; and we cordially wish it 
fhrther success.**— jr<<rofK>2t<a»i. 

" The plot is easy, natural, and well sus- 
tained. The narrative graceftdly written. 
. . . Seldom have we read a tale better 
adapted for its purpose.*'— ifonM^ Revimt. 



Tenth Edition, corrected and enlarged, ISmo., 28. 6d. cloth; or "Ss. scailet, 

gilt edges, 

SELECT FOETBT POB CHILDSEN. 

With brief Explanatory Notes, arranged for the use of Schools and Families. 

By Joseph Patne. 



"A very nice little volume, contain- 
ing a charming collection of poetry.**— 
JSjpectator, 

** It is really a treat to see anything so 
simply good as the little volume before us.** 
'—JMr^Mlitan Magatine, 



** Pieces that are at once sprightly and 
instructive, pathetic and devout.*'^CSoii- 
ffreffaiUmal Magasxnt, 

**Avery pleasing and suitable colle«« 
tion.**— YFeiftntMter Review, 



New and Cheaper Edition, with Illostrations by Gilbert, fcap., Ss. tSd. dotii, 

WINTEB EYENINOS; 

Or, Tales op Trayellers. By Maria Haok. 
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Illustrated Works for the Young '{continued). 



Fcap., Ss. 6d. cloth, or 58. gilt edges, 

CANADIAN CEUSOES. 

A Tale of the Rice Lake Plains. By Mrs. Traill. New and Chea[>er 
Edition, edited by Aones Strickland. Illustrated by Harvey. 



"A very delightftil book for yoang 
readers. The interest is deep and well 
snstained. Mr. Harvey has contribated 
some excellent woodcuts, and the book is 
altogether a pretty and interesting one." 
—Quordian, 



"The book Is exceedingly well calca. 
lated for children, to whom its interesting 
contents, its handsome appearance, and 
beaatiftil illostraUons, will render it an 
acceptable present.** — Taift Magaxiae. 



New and Improyed Edition, with Frontispiece, 18mo., Is. 6d. cloth gilt, 

NTTESEEY RHYMES. 

An Illustrated Edition, in large type, with 16 Cuts by Gilbert, 16mo., 

28. 6d. cloth, gilt edges. 

** These verses for children have never hility of the ideas and words, and the 
been surpassed for the happy union of fancy fluency and conciseness of the rhymes.** 
and precept, the simplicity and intelligi- —Spectator. 



By the same Authors, • 

osianrAL poems fob utfant mustds. 

New and Improyed Edition, with Frontispiece, Two Vols., 18mo., Is. 6d. 

each, cloth gilt. 



82mo. doth, gilt edges. It., 

BASKET OF FLOWESS; 

Oi, PIETY AND TRUTH TRIUMPHANT. 
A Tale for the Young. 



16mo. gilt edges, 28. 6d., 

THE BOY AHB T^E BIBDS. 

By Ehilt Taylor. With Sixteen fine Woodcuts, from Landsebr's Designs 



** A delightfhl book for children. The 
birds tell of their habits to a litUe inqnir. 
ing boy, who goes peeping into their 
nests and watching their doings, and a 



very pleasant way they have of talking, 
sure to engage the young reader's atten- 
tion. The designs are pretty, and nicely 
cnt on wood.**— ^qpectolor. 
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Illustbated Wo&ks fo& THE YouNG (conliuued). 



In foolscap 8?o. cloth, 28. 6d., 

COLA MONTI; 

Or, the story of a genius. 

A Tale for Boys. By the Author of " John Halifax Gentleman," &e. 
With Four Illustrations hy F&anklin. 



** No one possessing common sensibility 
ean read this book withoat a thoughtful 
brow and a glistening eye." — Chamber^* 
Edinburgh JoumcU. 

** An exceedingly well-told tale, which 
will interest hoys of all ages. ... As a 
holiday compaidon, few hooks would be 
more popular.** — English Churcftman. 



" A lively narrative of school-boy ad- 
ventures." 

** A very charming and admirably- 
written volume It is adapted to 

malce Imys better.** 

*' A simple and pleasing story of school- 
boy life."— /o/in BuU. 



lu fcap. 8vo., 7s. 6d., elegantly bound and gilt, 

DOCTOE'S LITTLE DAnGHTEE. 

THE STORY OF A CHILD'S LIFE AMIDST THE WOODS AND HILLS. 
By Eliza Meteia£d. With numerous Illustrations by Haryet. 



" This is a very delightful book, espe- 
cially calculated for the amusement and 
instruction of our young friends ; and is 
evidently the production of aright-think- 
ing and accomplished mind." — Church qf 
England Review. 

** An elegant, interesting, and anobjec- 
tionable present for young ladies. The 
moral of the book tarns on benevolence.** 
Chrittion T^bnes. 

'' This Story of a Child's Life is so tall 
of beauty and meekness, that we can 
hardly express our seiise of its worth in 



the words of common praise.** — Noncon^ 
formist. 

** This will be a choice present for the 
yoangS'—BrilisJi Quarterly Review. 

** The whole story is told with a most 
touching grace, and a golden glow of 
poetry pervades it. The fine designs of 
Harvey, which illustrate the book, add 
greatly to its attractiveness, and we can- 
not entertain a doubt of its becoming one 
of the most popular volumes In the * Chil- 
dren*8 Library.* **— JS?iia Cook'i Journal. 



Second Edition, in square 16mo., handsomely bound in cloth, price 28. 6d. 

with gilt edges, 

HOW TO wnr LOVE; 

Or, RH0DA*S LESSON. 

A Story Book for the Young. By the Author of " Life for a life," &c. 

With Illustrations on Steel. 



" A very captivating story.**— JTomtn^ 
Past. 

** Just what a story for children ought 
to he,**—J><niglat JerrafSsNew^po^per, 



" Tmthfnlness, descriptive talent, and 
pure morality in every line.**— Xi^erory 
Qautte. 
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lUiUSTEiLTED WoBKS POB THE YouvQ (continued). 



16ino. doth, price 2t., 

OPEN AND SEE; 

Ob, first READINQ LESSONS. 

By the Aiithor of "Aids to Development," &c. &c With Twenty-fonr 

Engravings on Wood. 



Fcap. 8vo., price Ss. 6d. doth gilt, 

BECOLLECnONS OF MBS. ANDEBSON'S SCHOOL. 

k Book for Girls. Bj Jane Winnard Hooper, niastrated bj Franklin. 



** A pretty anpretentioos volume, neatly 
embellished, and g&y in its livery of ^rcen 
and gold. Outside and in 'tis precisely 
the^'teoK ideal of a present or a prize-book 
for a young lady. More flresh and more 
delightful reading than this boolc it'iias 



rarely been our fortune to meet.** — Mom- 
ing Advertiser. 

**An amusing series of descriptions 
likely to interest the young folks for 
whom they are intended.**— Aprets. 



18mo. cloth, price 2s., 

BOBINSON CBUSOE. 

With Illustrations. 



A New asd'Reyised Edition, with Eighty-eight -eats, 18mo. cloth lettered, 

price 2s., 

BUBAL SCENES; 
Ob, a peep into the country. 



In 18mo. doth, price 2s., 

SANDFOBD AND MEBTON. 

With Cuts. 



New EditioQ« cloth, Js. ; gilt edges. Is. 6d., 

WATTS'S (Dr.) DIVINE AND HOBAL SONGS FOB 

XIHILDBEN. 

With Anecdotes and Reflections, by the Rev. Ingram Cobbin, M.A. With 

IVoutispiece and Fifty-seven Woodcuts. 
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ILLUSTRATED WORKS. 



In small 4to., price 2l8., cloth and gold, 

THE ILLUSTEATED BOOK OF SOUTH WALES, 

THE WYE, AND THE COAST. 

Bj Mr. and Mrs. S. C. Hall. With Drawings on Wood hj J. D. Harding, 
F. W. Hulme, W. S. Coleman, D. H. M'Ewen, Birket Foster, and 
other artists. 



Cheaper Edition, in One Volume, price 128. bonnd in cloth ; in morocco, 2l8., 

PILGEIMAGES TO ENGLISH SHSDTES. 

By Mrs. S. C. Hall. 
With Notes and lUostrations by F. W. Fairholt, F.S.A. 



CONTENTS. 



Birih-plftce of John Banyan. 
Burial-place of John Hampden. 
Residence of Hannah More. 
Tomb of Sir Thomas Gresham. 
Tomb of Thomas Gray. 
Birth-place of Chatterton. 
Birtl).place of Richard Wilson. 
House of Andrew Marvel. 
Tomb of John Stow. 
Heart of Sir Nicholas Crispe. 
Printing Office of Cazton. 
Shaftesbury House. 
Dwelling of James Barry. 
Residence of Dr. Isaac Watts. 
Prison of I^y Mary Grey. 
Studio of Thomas Gainsborough. 
Tomb of John Kyrle. 

"Descriptions of such Shrines come 
home with deep interest to all hearts— all 
English hearts— particularly when they 
are done with the earnestness which dis- 
tinguishes Mrs. Hall's writings. That 
lady's earnestness and enthusiasm are of 
the rightsort— felt for freedomof thought 
and action, for taste, and for genius wing- 
ing its flight in a noble direction. They 
are displayed, oftentimes most naturally, 
throughout the attractive pages of this 
volume."— 06»«r©<r. 

** Mrs. Hall's talents are too well known 
to require our commendations of her * Pil- 
grimages,* which are eveiy way worthy 



Tomb of William Hogarth. 

Grave of Izaak Walton. 

Grave of William Pemi. 

Monument of Wren. 

Grave of Lady Rachel Rnssel. 

Edgeworthstown. 

Garden of Sir Thomas More. 

Esher— Residence of Jane Porter. 

Grave of Sir Richard Lovelace. 

Grave of Grace Aguilar. 

Dwelling of Edmund Burke. 

Remains of Clarendon House. 

Flaxman's Monument. 

Village of Eyam. 

Monument of Edward Bird, R.A. 

Grave of Mrs. Hoflaud. 

Chwrtsey and its Neighbourhood. 

of the beaotiftil woodcuts that illustrate 
almost every page : and this is very high 
praise indeed."— ^S^oiu/ard. 

"The illustrations are very effective; 
and the whole work, externally and in- 
ternally, is worthy of the patronage of 
all mAio love to be instructed as well as 
amused.*"- C%«r<d^ and State Oatette. 

** The book is a pleasant one ; a collec- 
tion of a great deal of curious information 
about a number of curious places and 
arsons, cleverly and readily put togetlier, 
and combined into an elegant volume."— 
Guardian, 



ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW. 

11 



WORKS BY MARTIN F. TUPPER, ESQ., D.C.L.J.R.S., 



Author of " Proyerbial Philosophj." 



«/\/«^^^^X^^rH^^\^^^^^^^^^/^^ 



In a handsome volume, cloth, gilt edges, price 78. 6d., 

THBEE HUNDBED SONNETS. 



** There is an elaborate samptaonsness 
aboat it that is quite imposing.*' — Satur- 
daif Review. 

*' These Sonnets ivill increase his repu- 
tation, for they are decidedly the liest 
things we ever saw of his.** — Olobe. 

** A work wliioh, for Its moral purpose 



and its handsome form, is well calcnlated 
to grace any library in the Idngdom.'' 
— Gbierver. 

** There is a great deal in th^ present 
volume which will appeal to English feel- 
Ui&r^iatutratedNewqfthe World, 



Cheap Edition, in One Vol., price 28. 6d. boards ; 3s. 6d. cloth, 

THE CROCK OF GOLD, 

AND OTHER TALES. 

With niostrations by John Leech. 



"We have rarely had occasion to speak 
more highly of any work than of this. 
The purpose of the writer is admirable, 
the manner of his working out the story 
is natural and truthfhl, and the senti- 
ments conveyed are all that can be de- 
sired.**— i^cJTs Weekly Messenger, 



** This charming tale has won its way to 
the well-merited distinction of a * Popular 
Edition/ embellished with a characteristic 
frontispiece ftom the telling pencil of John 
Leech. We can read it ag^in and again 
with fresh pleasure.*'— Zita^oiY Qaeette. 



Third Edition, wiihYignette, fcap., cloth, 78. 6d., 

BALLADS FOE THE TIMES, 



AND OTHER POEMS. 



Second Edition, fcap., cloth, 3s. 6d., 

LYEICS. 



Fcap., doth, 28. 6d., with Portrait, 

fJtOVEEBIAL FHILOSOFHT. 

Translated into French. 



Price 8s., doth, 

EING ALFBED'S POEMS. 
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WORKS BY THE REY. J. CUMMIN&, D.D., F.R.S.E. 



ws/\^v\/ky\/\/s/\<'s^\/^/\/ww\/^^ 



In Thnse Vols., price ISs., cloth, 

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES; 

Ob, lectures on THE BOOK OF BEVELATION. 
New Edition, thoroughlj reyised, corrected, and arranged. 

I. THINGS THAT WERE. 

11. THINGS THAT ARE. 

m. THINGS THAT WILL BE. 

This Work has nndereone a most elaborate revision and correction by the Author. 
New matter of gnat value has been introduced, allusions to circumstances now ol)so> 
lete have been expunged, and fVesh and interesting evidence of the fulfilment of the 
prophecies of the book have been added. These volumes form a Librart Editios 
of a work of unprecedented popularity, replete with interest, and strikingly ilius- 
traUve of a much neglected portion of the Word of God. 



In fcap., price Ss. 6d., cloth, 

EUTH: 

A CHAPTER IN PROVIDENCE. 



** The genius of the preacher has fallen 
on a ttieme peculiarly agreeable, abound- 
ing in nature, truth, simplicity, and pathos. 
We predict for the publication a very 
extensive and enduring popularity.*' — 
£ritUh Standard. 

**If the story loses somewhat of its 
simplicity under the glowing pen of l^e 
eloquent doctor, it gains, on the otlier 
liand, by the pure evangelical tone wliich 



runs like a golden thread tlirough all the 
hUtory."— ^tfflw. 

' ** Indeed, the boo& is a woman's book, 
and we shall be much mistaken if It do 
not prove more attractive — as it will bo 
certainly more useful— to sensible women 
than half the sentimental trash which they 
are insulted by having offered to them.*' 
— Freeman, 



Second and Cheaper Edition, in fcap., price 58., cloth, 

CONSOLATIONS ; 

Or, leaves from THE TREE OF LIFE. 



** There are few of the varieties of human 
trouble, or the forms and appliances of 
Christian solace, that are not described by 
the author.**— XKcrory Ocuette. 

** The present volume is worthy to take 
rank with the best and most successAal of 
the Rev. Author*s previous worlci. Its 
consolations are leaves gathered from the 
tree of life, fresh in their lovely verdure. 
Impregnated with the sweet odours of the 
Gospel. The anthor*s contribuUons to 
reUgloaa literature are marked not less 



by their eminently evangelical and practi- 
cal characters, their purity and loftiness 
of thought, than by their beautiful sim- 
plicity of language and style.**— JTomtng 
Heraid, 

"This volume is eminently practical, 
and is marked by all the author's charac- 
teristic excellences. We have not read a 
book from Dr. Cumming for a long time 
which we can more consclentioasly com- 
mend.**— IFMfcfy ChiiUiain Newt, 
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WoBKS BY THE Rbv. Johk Cxtmming, D.D., F.II.S.E. (coniimied). 

Cheap Edition, Tenth Thonsand, in One Volnme, containing 688 pages, 

price 68., cloth lettered, 

THE CELEBSAIED PEOTESTANT DISCUSSION, 

Between the Rev. John Cummino, D.D., and Daniel F&ench, Esq., 
Barrister-at-Law, held at Hammersmith, in 1 839. 



«< 



' No clergyman's library can be com- 
plete without it."— ^eir« Meiungtr, 

**A compendiam of argament.**->ll'cii- 
iUman't Magcuine. 

** The subject {pro and con) Is all but 
exhaosted."— C^burc^ and StaU Gatutte, 



** This cheap reprint of a masterly dis- 
cussion contains the most comprehensive 
view of all points at issue between Pro- 
testants and Romanists with which we are 
acquainted.''— JiUfcoJ Reoiew. 



Price Is. 6d. each. 
THE FINGER OP GOD. 
CHRIST OUR PASSOVER. 
THE COMFORTER. 

Or 2s. 6d. in cloth gUt. 



Price Is. each. 
INFANT SALVATION. 
MESSAGE FROM GOD. 
BAPTISMAL FONT. 
Or 28. with gilt edges. 



In 4to., doth, gQt edges, 21s., 

DAILT FAHILT DEVOTION; 

Ob, GUIDE TO FAMILY WORSHIP, 
With Twenty-fonr Engravings. 

PREFACE. 

The Services are meant to embody the wants, and praises, and intercessions of Chris- 
tians of every section of the Church of Clirist. Any &mily of any branch of tlie 
Protestant Church may use them. They are meant for man in the world, and 
designed to render &mUy worship (hll, without tedioosness. They are suited, the 
writer trusts, by the generality and commonness of the prayers, for every class and 
type in this busy world. With earnest hearts to feel and use them, and the teadiing 
of God's Holy Spirit, these forms may l)eoome Instinct with lifs, and unload many a 
ftill soui that cannot strike out words for itself. The Annotations are necessarily few. 

This work is designed to introduce or fiftdlitate the praoUoe of Family Worship. 
By constructing the daily prayer on the passage of Scripture selected for reading, 
greater variety, interest, and practical use are associated with the exercise. What 
God declares ^ ttins solemnly accepted in prayer; what He promises is embraced by 
adoring hope ; and for special blessings disclosed or promised in his holy word, 
thanksgiving and praise are ascril)ed to Him ftt>m whom cometh down every good and 
perfect gift, io whom belong the glory and the honour. 

ISkortiy. 
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Works by the Rev. John Gumming, D.D., r.R.S.E. {continued). 

SC£IPTIJE£ BEADINGS; 

Or, FOPULAB AND PRACTICAL EXPOSITIONS OF THE NEW 

TESTAMENT. 

Vol. XII.— THE EPISTLES OF ST. JAMES, &c., price 68. in cloth. 

Into the Comments and Expositions will be iutrodaoed illnstrative extracts 
firom a variety of valoable sources, giving clear illustrations of disputed pas- 
sages; so that when the series on the New Testament is finished, every 
fitmily may find in the library a storehouse of useful, interesting, Protestant, 
and evangelical instruction. 

ALREADY COMPLETE: 

Vols. I. to IV.— THE FOUR GOSPELS, price 20s. 

Vol. v.— THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES, price 7s. 

Vol. VI.— EPISTLE TO THE ROMANS, price 4s. 6d. 

Vol. VII.— THE CORINTHIANS, price 58. 

Vol. VUL— GALATIANS, EPHESIANS, AND PHILTPPIANS, 
price 6s. 

Vol. IX.— COLOSSIANS AND THESSALONIANS, price 4s. 6d. 

Vol. X.— TIMOTHY, &c., price 4s. 

Vol. XL— THE HEBREWS, price Bs. 

THE REVELATIONS, price 7s. 6d. 

** One of the most valuable of Dr. Cum- 
ming's numeroiu publioations, and likely 
to become Uie most popular, and the most 



lasting in its popularity, for it lias en- 
during qualities which belong to all ages 
and generations. The text is simply and 
clearly opened— 4nritioal explanations are 
given only when they are required— so as 
not to encumber, but to elucidate; and 
the practical applications are such as to 
suit all classes of persons.** — Church cf 
Atgktnd Qjuarteriy Review, 

** The comments are made with great 
lucidity. The result is the throwing of 
an additional flood of light on the already 
dazzling truths of Holy Writ. The uses 



of such a work are self-obvious; and 
when we add that the plan is carried out 
with all the lucidity, flaitbAilness, piety, 
honest reasoning, and felicity of thought 
and expression which mark its prede- 
cessors, we have -only said enough to mark 
our sense of its value.**— CfturcA and State 
Oasette. 

*• For the purpose for which * the Read- 
ings* are intended, they are in every 
sense admirably adapted. They combine 
simplicity with fUthftilness, and critical 
interpretation with most attractive ex- 
planation ; so that a child may understand 
them.*'— i^eJTs Meuenger* 



READINGS ON THE PROPHETS. 

In monthly nnmbers, price 4d., 

SABBATH MOBNING EEADINOS ON THE BOOK 

OF DANIEL. 

By the Bev. John Cummino, D.I)., F.R.S.E. 

** The Author has not published any exposition of the last prophecy of Daniel, but 
having studied and lectured on it in the light of existing complications and events, he 
is sattefled that it will prove interesting and instructive. 

Price 8s. complete, in cloth. 
LATELY PUBLISHED: 
THE BOOKS OF SAMUEL, I THE BOOKS OF KINGS, 
price 5s. I price 4s. 6d. 
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WoBKS BT THE Eey. Johk Cummihg, D.D., Jb\K.S.E. (eonitnued). 



Third and Cheaper Edition, revised, fcap. 870. doth, price Ss., 

THE DAILY LIFE; 

Ob, PfiECEPTS AND PRESCRIPTIONS FOR CHRISTIAN LIVING. 



** Popnlar, clear, captivating, and tad- 
mated.**— JSHMih Banner. 

'* Dr. Cnmniinp: Is famoas for the nam- 
ber and variety of tiis illustrations, chiefly 
drawn from natural and familiar objects. 
The volume before us strilies os as being 
remarkably felicitooa.**— CTeHeo/youma/. 



**It is written in the same terse and 
vigorous style and earnestness of tone as 
those of its predecessors, and the strong 
common sense with which its teaching is 
enforced, will attract while it improves 
the siudeaV*— Church and State Gazette. 



Sixth Edition, in fcap. Svo., price Ss. cloth, gilt edges, 

OUE FATHEB. 

A Manual of Family Prayers for General and Special Occasions, with 
Short Prayers for Spare Minutes, and Passages for Reflection. 



CHEAP EDITIONS. 

CHUECH BEFOBE THE FLOOD. 

Fcap. 8vo., price 3s. 6d. 

PBOPHEIIC STTTDIES; 

Or« Lectnrea on the Book of Daniel Fci^., price 3s. 6d. 

TENT AND ALTAB. 

Fcap., price 8s. 6d. 

APOCALTPTIO SKETCHES. 

Original Edition, with Index, &c. Three Vols., price 3s. 6d. each. 

FOBESHADOWS ; 

Or, Lectures on onr Lord's Miracles and Parables. Two Vols., price 

8s. 6d. each. 
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WORKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED. 



ALPHA AND OHEOA. 

A Series of Scripture Studies, forming a History of the great events and 
characters iu Scripture. By Geobob Gilfillan, author of "The 
Bards of the Bible/' &c. In two vols., price lOs. 6d. cloth. 



"We know no reading more fascinat. 
ing than that which Mr. Gilfillan has 
provided in these volumes.*' — Leader. 

**A lasting monument alike of Mr. 
Gilfillan's genius as a writer, and ac- 
complishments as a divine."— Soo^/uA Re- 
view. 

*' We cheerftilly acknowledge the re- 
ligious correctness which pervades these 
discourses, and admit that the style, 
especially in the descriptive passages, not 



unfrequently attains to real eloquence.** 
— Baptist Uagatine. 

** He has extraordinary power of word- 
painting, and passages from these ser- 
mons might be quoted, as some of the 
brightest specimens of English composi- 
tion."— /o^ BuU, 

** Much that is thoughtftal and true is 
expressed in pleasing form, and we do not 
doubt that the work will t>e popular.** — 
CUricai JaumaL 



Nineteenth Edition, 800 pp., 8vo. cl., strongly bound, 21 s. { or in calf, 26s., 

TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST 

FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR, 

At 5, 4|, 4, S|, 8, and 2| per cent, per annum, from £1 to £100, &c. 

By James Laurie. 



** In the great requisites of simplicity of 
arrangement and comprehensiveness, we 
htfve none t)etter adapted for general use." 
— JtCuiloch's CcmmercUU Dictionary. 

** Mr. Laurie was well known as one of 



the most correct and industrious autho- 
rities on commercial calculations, and the 
practical value of his various tallies have 
long been recognised.'*- 7)m«i. 



Third Edition, Svo. cloth, Ts., 

HIGH EATE TABLES, 

At 5, 6, 7> 8, 9, and 9| per cent, per annum, from 1 day to 100 days. 

By James Lau&ie. 



New Edition, fcap. cloth, 3s. ; gilt edges, Ss. 6d., 

MANUAL. OF HEBALBEY, 

Being a concise Description of the several Terms used, and containing a 
Dictionary of every Designation in the Science. Illustrated hy 400 
Engravings on Wood. 
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Wqbu Bxcbhtlt Published {contiMMei). 



Friee 4s. post 8to. doih, gilt edges, 

SCRDnnJBE SITES AHD SCEVES, 

ROM ACTUAL 8UBYEY, IN EGYPT, ARABIA, AND PALESTINE. 

IDostnted bj Serenteen Steel Engravings, Three Maps, and Tfairty-Seren 

Woodeots. By W. H. Babturt. 



New Editions. 

BIPPON'S (Dr.) SELECTION OF HTMHS 

FROM THE BEST AUTHORS, 

Tnelnding a great nmaber of Originals, intended as an Appendix to Br. Watts's 

Psd^ and Hymns. 



Roan 16 

, flit edges ..30 

Moroooo ....SO 



Long Primer 24m». «. d, 

Rosa 3 6 

, flit edges • • 3 

Mnooeo ....60 



Larifel\fpe, s,d. 

Slieep a • 

Roan, gilt edges ..66 
Moroeoo ...«•• 



Bouin) WITH watts's HTMira, 
1 ToL 82mo., roan, 3s.; giU edges, Ss. 6d. ; moroeoo, 6s. 6d. 



BIBLE CHANTS, ADAPTED FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP. 



New Edition, feap. Sto. doth gilt. Is., 

THE CHAHT-BOOK: 

A SELECTION OF THE PSALMS AND OTHER PORTIONS OF HOLT 
SCRIPTURE, ARRANGED AND MARKED FOR CHANTING. 

By William SHsuiB£Dm, Condnetor of the Sacred Harmonic Society, 
and Organist of the Mechanics' Hall, ftc, &c., Notting^iam. 

With a PrcAwe hy the Bew. J. A. Bathks. } 



I 



In crown 8to., priee 2s. Bd., 

OHE SnVDSED AVD EIGHTY CHAVT8, 

ANCIENT AND MODERN. 

Arranged for foor Yoiees, with an Accompaniment for the Organ or 

Pianoforte. 

To accompany the above. 
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Works Rbcentlt Pttbushsd (etmiinMed), 



In fcap. 870., price 58., cloth gilt, 

THE FBINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID; 

Ok, three years IN THE HOLY CITY. 

Edited by the Rev. Professor J. H. Inoraham, Rector of St. John's Church, 

Mobile. Ulostrated with Engravings. 



** Our perusal of it has been only to Im- 
press OS with the ability of the author in 
the use of the materials, and in the struc- 
ture of a pleasing and most affecting tale." 
— ClmiealJoumal. 

** This is the best production of its class 
that tias come to our hands for a long 
time, and it is but candid and Just to say 
tiiat it adds very much to the stores of 
knowledge already existing about the 
EMV—3rUiMh JStandard, 

** We hardly know what to say about 
this book; it is written in beautitYii style. 



Mui it conveys much valuable informa- 
tion as to the customs and manners of the 
inhabitants of the Holy Land.**— TTet/eyan 
Thnei. 

*' The whole is written in a semi-poeti- 
cal style, which will prove attractive to 
religious readers.**— Xeoctsr. 

** The volume contains much informa- 
tion as to Jewish manners and customs.** 
—Baptist Magaxine. 

** Professor Ingraham has worked out 
his plan with diligence and reverence.*'— 
LUmiry OoMette, 



In post Svo., price 78. 6d., cloth gilt, 

FATHER AND DAUGHTEE. 

A Portraiture from the Life. By Faedbika B&emee. 



** Another of those beautifhl stories of 
home-life in Sweden for which Miss 
Bremer is so justly famed.**— PoMof. 

*' A work by Miss Bremer can never &il 
to delight a great number of readers. It 
is like a walk through the fields on a 
flrosty day— so flree and buoyant is the 
air— 80 fresh and sparkling the aspect of 
nature and human nature in these northern 
regions.**-VoAii Bull. 



*** Father and Daughter* might liave 
made a name for a less distinguished 
writer. .... Of course the book will be 
read by everybody. Many will applaud.** 
— ItMKfsr. 

" The book introduces us to people and 
things which are new to the novel-reading 
public, and which possess in themselves 
no ordinary d^^ree of interest.'*— ^Mos. 



In fcap., with Frontispiece, price 58., cloth, 

THE MILL IN THE VALLET. 

A Tale of German Roral Life. By the Aathor of "An English Girl's 
Account of % Moravian Settlement in the Black Forest." 



** A pretty- tale, from tiie pen of a young 
but ready writer. .... A religious story 
— simple, sketchy, and qnietty romantic.*' 
—AtheHtum* 

** This pretty volume is grave, thought- 
ftd, and freqnentiy pathetic ;— a poem in 



prose, alMunding in striking Incident, 
rapid transitions, and pleasing surprise. 
It is likely to be admired by young per- 
sons, and extensively read.*— CArMioii 
WUneu. 
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EDUCATIONAL WORKS. 



Improved Edition, l8mo., cloth lettered, price Is. 6d., 

ACKWORTH VOCABUL AEY ; 

Or, English Spelling- Book ; with the meaning attached to each Word. 

Compiled for the use of Ackworth School. 



New Edition, 18mo., cloth lettered, price 28., 

BAEBAULD'S LEgDNS POUE DES ENFANS, 

Depuis r&ge de Deux Ans jusquii Cinq. Avec une Interpretation Anglaise. 

18mo., sewed, price Is., 

BAEBATJIFS HYMNS EN PEOSE. 

Traduitd de I'Anglais. Par M. Clemence. 
12mo. cloth, price 2s., 

BEILENOEE'S ONE HUNDSED CHOICE FABLES, 

Imitated from La Fontaine. Intended for Persons about to learn the 
French language. With a Dictionary. New Edition, revised and 
corrected by C. J. Delille, Professor at Christ's Hospital. 

Crown Svo., cloth, price 4s., 

MANUAL OF THE ANALOGY AND PHYSIOLOGY OF 

THE HUMAN MIND. 

By the Kev. J. Cablile, D.D. New Edition, enlarged. 



Seventh Edition, 12mo. cloth, price Is. 6d., 

CHEISTIES C0N8TEUCTIVE ETYMOLOGICAL 

SPELLING-BOOK. 

Eihibiting the Etymology and Meanings of 8,000 Words, with Lessons on 

Etymology, and Notes. 



Crown 8vo., doth, with Frontispiece, price 6s., 

THE EAETH AND ITS INHABITANTS. 

By Margabet £. Darton. 



** This is a valuable volume, containing 
a very clear, onrrect account of the lead- 
ing facts connected with the surface of 

the earth, and its inhabitants 

As flir as it goes, it is comprehensive, 
well written, and interestinfr* worthy 
of the daughter of Maria Hack, whose 
books will always b» d- ar in the youug 
and the o\d,^"—QentUman» Magaane. 



**We have rarely met with a yolome 
containittg so much valuable information 
for educational purposes as is brought 
togethe-* in this volume. It is prepan-d, 
too, in a manner which will immediately 
attract the interest of the young, in who^e 
minds it will indelibly fix the numerous 
(acts, with which every page abounds. — 
Bdlt Messenger. 
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Educational Works {f:oniintied). 



Improved Edition, 12ffio. cloth, price 2i., 

GILES'S ENGLISH PARSING; 

Comprising the Roles of Syntax, exemplified by appropriate licuons under 

each Rule. 



New Edition, 18mo., cloth, price 1i. 6d., 

HOPEDTS' EXERCISES IN ORIHOGRAFHT, 

On an Improved Plan. 



New Edition, price Is. Cd., in cloth, 

PICTOEIAL SPELLING BOOK; 

Or, liessons on Facts and Objects, With 130 Graphic 1 liustrationi. 



16mo. eloth, price 28. 6d., 

CHILD'S FIEST STEP TO ENGLISH HISTOET. 

By Ann Rodwell. With many (Juts. Now Edition, revised 

by Julia Counkb. 



New Edition, 12mo. cloth, price Is. 6d., 

DERIVATIVE SPELLING BOOK, 

In which the origin of each word is given from tlie Greek, Latin, Saxon, 
German, Teutonic, Dutch, French, Spanish, and other Luiii^unges, with 
the Parts of Speech, and the Pronunciation accented. Hy J. Row- 
BOTHAir, F.R.S.A. 

New and Enlarged Edition, fcap. 8vo., price 5s. cloth, red edges, 

STUDIES IN ENGLISH PoETRY, 

With short Biographical Sketches, and Notes Bxplanaiory and Critical, in- 
tended as a Text-book for the higher Chisnes in iSchooJH, and as an 
Introduction to the Study of English Literature. By JonkI'H Paynk. 



** The plan and the ezccutinn are equally 
good; altoi^ether it is an excellent read- 
ing l)ook of poetry." — Watchman, 

** The work is deserving of commenda- 



tion, as comprehchdinijr much ihat Im ex- 
cel lent — the very fl )M«r'> and (reniN of 
KnKli>h iNietry— and nothing uxoeptlon- 
able." 



New and Improved Edition, 12fno. rioth, price 2m. Gd., 

A CATECHISM OF FAMILIAR THINGS, 

Their History, and the Events which led to iheir discovery; with a short 
Explanation of some of the principal Natnnil Phenomena. For the use 
of Schools and Families. By E. A. Willement. 
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EonCiiTioirAL Wobu {eontinaei). 



M'HENRY'S SPANISH COURSE. 



New Edition, revised, 12mo. bound, price 68., 

NEW AND IHPEOVED GEAMHAB, 

Designed for every Class of Jieamers, and especially for Self-instmctioiu 
Containing the Elements of the Spamism Language, and the Roles of 
Etymology and Syntax Exemplified; with Notes and Appendix, con- 
sisting of Dialogues, Select Poetry, Commercial Correspondence, &e. 



Fifth Edition, price Ss., bound, 

EXEECISES ON THE ETTMOLOGT, STNTAX, AND 
IDIOMS, &c., OF THE SPANISH LANGUAGE. 



Price 4s., bound, 

EET TO THE EXEBCISE8. 



Price 5s. 6d. in 12mo. and 8vo., 

STNONTMES Of THE SPANISH LANGUAGE 

EXPLAINED; 



WHEELER'S ABRIDGMENTS. 



In Two Volumes, 18mo. doth, price 2s.. each, 

A POPULAR ABRIDGMENT OF OLD AND NEW 

TESTAMENT HISTORY, 

For Schools, Families, and General Reading. Explained by Historical and 
Geographical Illustrations, and numerous Map Diagrams. 

** Every effort has been made to meet and research, and the explanations intro- 
the wants of the general reader, and we dooed where reqcdred are singularly la- 
find that he has- rally sneceeded in ren- oid.**— iir<w Quarterly Beolem, 
dcrlDg his little labours nniversally ao- ** We oao str'»ngly reoommend them, in 
ceptabie. **— Britannia, the belief that they are admirable for oon- 

** Two admirable and nnexcepttonable densatlon, cleameKS, and judloions seleo- 

little Yolomes : they display both learning tion.**— lofuton Q»mieriif Bevietf. 



ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 26, PATERNOSTER ROW. 
22 



Educational Works (couiinued). 



OXFOBD AHD CAMBBIDOE AHALYSES AKD STmiABIE 

ov 

OLD AND NEW TESTAMENT HISTORY 

AND GEOGRAPHY. 



Sixth edition, revised and improyed, post 8vo., cloth, red edges, price 5s. 6d., 

ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF OLD TESTAMEITT 
HISTORY AND THE LAWS OF MOSES ; 

With a CennexioQ between the Old and New Testaments ; an Introdactorj 
Outline of the Geography, Political History, &c. By J. T. Wheelbk, 
F.R.G.S., &c. 

Fonrth Edition, revised, post 8vo., cloth, red edges, price 5s. 6d., 

ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF NEW TESTAMENT 

HISTORY ; 

Including, 1. The Four Gospels harmonised into one continuous Narrative. 

2. The Acts of the Apostles, and continuous History of St. Paul. 

3. An Analysis of the Epistles and Book of Revelation. 4. An Intro- 
ductory Outline of the Greography, Critical History, Authenticity, 
Credibility, and Inspiration of the New Testament. The whole illus- 
trated by copious Historical, Geographical,, and Antiquarian Notes, 
Chronological Tables, &c. 

COMPANION ATLAS TO THE SERIES. 



Small folio, illustrated by large coloured Maps, and a View and Plan of 

Jerusalem, extra cloth, price 7s. Cd, 

AN ANALYSIS AND SUMMARY OF THE HISTORICAL 

GEOGRAPHY 

OF THE OLD AND NEW TESTAMENTS; 

Comprising a Geographical Account of every Nation mentioned in the Old 
and New Testaments, illustrated and explained by brief Reviews of the 
Political History, digested into continuous narratives. 

The above Work is intended more especially to accompany the Analyses 
and Summaries of Old and New Testament History, but such additions have 
been introduced as will, it is hoped, render it of service to Biblical Students 
generally. 
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MOST ELEGANT PBESEMT. 



•'^AM^/^^^^^^^r^^^^^^/^^^^w 



THE 



BOOK OF THE THAMES, 

Jfram Us "gist to its I'all. 

BT 

MR. AND MRS. S. C. HALL. 



WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS. 



THE AUTHORS TO THE PUBLIC. ! OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

I 
We have the honour to submit to the I ** It is a book to endear to us our native 
public a ** Book of the Thames, from its ' England, and, prodoced with all the ele- 
Rise to its Fall,** hopeAil that our readers gance of the printer's and the binder's art, 
may share with us the enjoyment we have : will richly adorn the drawing-room table.** 
so long and so often derived f^om the ' — Daily News. 



** King of Island Rivers.** ' | *' It is by far the pleasantest book, cer- 

We have traced the bountiful river i tainly the moit complete in design and 
fh)m the bubbling well out of which it ' execution, that has been published about 
issues, in the meadow by Trewsbury Mead : the Thames for many years, and we can 
— its lonely birthplace — through its whole easily understand that in writing it the 
course, gathering tributaries, and passing authors performed *a labour of love.'** — 
with them through tranquil villages. Morning Post, 

populous towns, and crowded cities; ever : ** This is one of the best in appearance 
fertilizing, ever beautifying, ever enrich- ' of the ornamental works of the season 
ing, until it reaches the most populous city .... the binding and ttie typography are 
of tlie modern or the ancient world, form- excellent, and the style lively, superficial, 
Ing thence the great highway by which and showy."— /ofcn BvXH. 
a hundred nations traverse the globe, j ** A faithfViI as well as an agreeable 
Aided by several accomplished artists, we guide to whatever of interest occurs along 
have largely illustrated this volume, not the entire course of the river. In short, 
only by engraving^ of Its picturesque i it is a pleasant, well-written, and very 
scenery, but by introducing the various | handsome b(^ok on the pleasantest river an 
objects of interest that are found upon its i author could have to write about** — 
banks. I literary Oatette. 

IN THREE BINDINGS: 

Cloth 188. 

Superbly gilt • . . 2l8. 

Morocco 26s. 
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